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^E take much pleasure inPoems will -'— --

many readers.

FOREWORD

Rector nf q.^L^"''-
°'- ^""^™ F°ley.Rector of St.

Mary^^Cathedral^Halifa'.'. Nova Scotia.

and f:;% ,t^ Ws'fir:'t°ou"c\ed°Hor^°'.'''= responsibility
subservient to spiritual life t f r^!

?'"^'
'P''^^ Poetic art

factor m tbe formation °/UtnlSl an^dtJl^ "Lt-ar^

the f^rX'nr/ SdlnL^^/,^?^,,^.^" ^^ -t only in
of his stores of ripened eenius W i?

"' ^'"""^ generously
us to the domain of Beluty and T?i<°h" %i!'^l^^'- g"'ding
solace and refreshment Thriinl^u ^''^ ^°°^ 's both
vigor, and color, echo the lesson that '1,^1'' *''"' tenderness,
the ages-that we must lo?e o„rsefv^f.

'''^" '^"^ht through
lesson not much heeded by the v/rJIL °

l^''^
°'"' souls :_athe dank growths of low ideas burn^AT^J"" ^^""ler among

value to English literature
*''^* ^''^ ^iven endurinf

thatS e";e%1iSlTS>?fh*e '^^^tflnT'
^^^"- ^-^ «"<^

hearts arq privileged to see it ''r, ^ and grace of unsullied
niis^i that appraise Hfe by the ^t?^'*''/^^"^'" and pesst
amusement, the Ideal nfn- standard of selfishness anrl

WM. FOLEY
M
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PREFACE

T"?uSd".'^Tt'^fik't%?tV°'T\°^ -- '"-t I have
a trying out of my poetTcal lin.?^^°''' ("Preludes") was
Makers of Canada'-rwas a ZTJ- ""^ fi°"''

("Songs of thi
and. as a London (Eng^lnd) rev.w^ °^-}l^

°^t'°"^' "ote-
"nent "Dr. Logan is^ the first orthf?'',''^;?'^^

°f «=<»"?"-
who does not throw Kiolin^fn J

'"e later Canadian poets
books (-InsuItersofSh"?.

°and ?-Th=
'^' "''!;'^ ^"^ f°"rth

were devoted to signahW th. -1^^ ^^'^ Apocalypse")
war. None of these exceDtth.^'"'"*L^^'"«s of the llti
the first book of warVrserwhchr-l" 7''"°' ^°"'''" ^'°
in my metaphysic of 1^;^^?^ m ^^'^'''''^ ^ Profound change
"The New Apocalypse," o't^e feconT' T'^

'^^ ""« P°«Twas at all significant The poe™,1n f/".'"."?^
°f ""^^ verse

cally be appreciated as rfcrbK';.L^vTrJ^'^'"'
""'

Po4 th^JSeVa^VrTtrar^^^^ not .s

the Loss of Religious ^aitih/^?!^- 1 ^"<^ ^as for a theme
through Spirituafor as /p'refer to'' o.n'^'°^?."°"

°f P^i^!
On the nature and morally dynam°?l "'Mystical Love

GreeksVnj\t^a\¥arGlt?s%^rX^ 1.^

Aristotle I lea°ned'rha?S:
Ts e^'^'^- ^,i"^

'"^^ ^-''^
"'

function. In the popular tiew of rfnn"
'^"^ ** metaphysical

view of the Philosophical Tlut^nanTq""" "^"l"'
^"^ '" the

function of play or a nLtf^ f"*^
Sassunach, poetrv is aman and the^sctool phifoTophers r^J^'V'^^ ?' '^e mode™

?/ P°^try. In the view of tKciTnt (fr/.i;'' '5 "'^ "^^ation
Kelt or Gael, pure poetry is the M^hill ?'' ?"* '^e ancient
because, first, the ultima eoMecfof hofh^^''^''^^'

f""«'°"'
Physics is Reality, and beca^^r^^ --^ and

™^^^^^^^^



,wf V ^"^ """^^ beautiful apprehension of Reality—

™th U "^^ ifP"'""^ •" '''""^" "?"<=»-. The indSbletruth is: we all are metaphysicians when we function on the

whe^'"rfuncUon'r 'tV^
°' "'^'"'=-' *'^°"«'^*

=
we°aira"re°po'e't

^^ Ll^ii^f ^ '*'* ^^'"^ universe with the heart and

that for^ hP o°th;,^"'^
our vocabulary for the one differs frorathat for the other precisely as the geometrical formula "thesquare on the hypothenuse of a right triangle -the sum of the

IT^Z °"
f^^

'''^" '*° ''•^^^" "^'^f^" f™"" the apocalyptic

wriHnrth
^ =""^«^'"">set. If, then, in technical prose

XJ fil
^ '"^t^Phys'cian uses difficult scientific terms (whichafter all, are only Latinized slangj to express his coLptionof the universe and to describe, according to short-handformulae, the behavior of the universe of mind and matterIS he thus naturally or inevitably debarred fror^uw[f

co1n;^^n^*''\^f'• ?°"^""<> ^"'^ t'«^"t'f"l imagery ?o;mcolor, and verbalmusic to express his imaginative and spirituasense of divtmty everywhere and in all things in the Tnnerand outer world, and thereby to refresh, sol^e su^afJand exalt the soul of man, which in essele is ofTsoTofthe^mverse-i Did not Cleanthes, a pantheist, in his "Hymn to

fairst 'in"hk-?n';T?°'''^=r.'' '";? "°* ^^^^^^^v.^, a mater°
lalist, in his De Rerum Natura" accomplish the loveliesthexameters m Latin literature ? Recall, too, the moral andrehgious burden of Dante's exalting cantos in hir-'Divlne

iwlTw^ dav
''"* ^'"^ '/"« ' S°"°- wherein Tennyson!

f«i°l^ =^ 1
^' ^'"^"'S'ed entrancingly science and religion

IfWifo ^'°''^'-^^^^*? *'"^"« ^^ l"e everiasting. On theother hand, consider that assiduous clergyman, Edward YounTwho m his "Night Thoughts", despitlVir' verbal reHgToussubhmation, accomplished very doubtful poetry. Imag na-

o7themril'"''^'j''^='=^' ,^^^''*y ^^ Artistic T^entof theme-imagery, form, color, music: these first go to themaking of indubitable and ineluctable poetry
Let us now observe the deeper relations of love andpoetry and metaphysics. The three have their seat andinspira ion m the deepest function of our nature namtfy.n the idr .lizing faculty or imagination. The greatest thingin he world is love, because its ultimate object is the HeLrtof the Universe—Immortal Love or the Deity. The lovinefaculty, that it might /.d at home in the worid first peopledthe universe with spiritual presences—with divinity If we

W

(



'^ti'^'e^:^cL°'bTLiZ\f' ""' -'y poetry as a mere
religion fs onr/rJulltvely sens7anTi ^' "l'?i°"-

^°'
div nity in the worirt • »n,J\v!7 ! *"? acknowledgment of

power of the relfgious ii^T The nJtTf'"^^^'''y ^"'1

God. Cultivate and .LtILTJ^?*' .^"''^ ^'^«'f' which is

transform a world of b^te " »tf
^•''""5' -"^ '°^«' ^"d '^e

green Garden o°f the° E't^nllTpirit'
'° "°"°" '"*° '"«' ^^-•

ever it°Ts n^*°mt?e ve'^slmLfn"/'"'
""« '"^^ P-^^^' ^hen-

verbaUuxuryfo^^hesakeJcl '?.P,
'?-'°'°!'" '''"°"=' °'

of the Spirit The nohWf <.~f
sensation, is pure Ecstasy

tion of SpWtual Beauty fn another'' %''-f ."^ *\^ P^^^P"
Love is the poignant lonrin? for tf,»

P'"'"*' o"" Mystical,
person in whom is inearnft^^ti; *

-^ companionship of the
ness. GoodnesT and S *''t-*u"""'*5'

°f Inw"d Loveli-
Beauty of HoUness ThU n^rT

"'' "l distinguish as the
In either casrSpiritua LoT. hi"^^ ^^

''H?'^"'
»' divine,

and a Saving Grace Tt,»p \'^*''.T"=^ ^ Creative Power
and the fove of the Ideal Pers^nT/

*''?' ^'^P'^.^^^^ the vision
and also the Lover's oatipnT-fr ^^ '""P'/t^^^^
loyalty to th- Idla[ is'^rt^fJ?™

''?"°" °4 •'"''"^^^ and his
to whom God has 4ichsaf?d the'Sff^f .^^f^'^ '' *''« P°«t
of Holiness; for hisha I be savfd a„i\'J'\°\^"'^

^^^^
perish, as indeed they will vet Xtl1fh»w"^r -'?

""^"^^
Longing transport him to ft,Ju the Wings of Ms Great
see God who £ Imm^rf=^

\^ Heavenly demesne, and he shall
all its ineffable ^Ty ^'"'- ^""^ '^^ ''^^^'^ °f Holiness in

a prol? of^'Tu'^ch^n'exaUinn'^-'''^'^''^''*
Litanies"-is both

and to the redemptive irsfvinST^""'''
Z"'' a memorial to it

love It i.!

"""""P^ve or saving grace of myst cal or spiritual

m'ticaVlove'brhurn'o'rTwne""'''" J!l^
object''^\t

imaginative concret""n of h,,^? '
°^^n. "eal, that is, an



to Plato's conception of the poetic function to the author'.

srs'bieTt'
''" •"'"""= "-"^^ -<> dau^'yrh^'r

signal!rc"nSs'"^If!^'S^etrthad^rd^^^^^^^^

and If I had so aimed to write, I should deserve for mv
ar^ft^' / " i?""'-

"^^'^'"^ '^'•^^">- TheXre I reTer

l^ni^ ? •.*"*"'^'y'/'"P««'"™t' °' rancorous, to my "Post

iesthet c'lta'ZV' / T^ '"' *^^' Pragmatic though not

Wi /"x,^""*..'" *''« '""j^ty and mystSy of earth «Scotland^ Now the Gael is a poet by nature. For aTuartSof a century I have been calling to the young oLkTrfm^homeland, which is by nature the home of pfets to J^lTzetheir spiritual birthright, but I have called unavailhfgy

ZVo^X w'l^.fFi °i°ho^'rrb"f
'"="*• ^^

fJn^'^ol\r^~^ -eUhytln'^in ^hTrSTnlr^o-w'
hnJ J^ l^

term), can achieve a respectable body of vS^^how much more (a/orHori) should you young Gaels who^e
poetrv fitted tfhTn.r'' ^ ''''^"'\« '"^ '»"<^ whicMnsp^espoetry, fitted to be natural poets—how much more should

I7j^?n ^"t'x^'^tic poets. Your country has naiurLImagic, the beauty and majesty of earth, and it has besides

dv^'l^a :„ 'Tr ?' 'T.* ^"^ ?''^«=t«' and demoemtk;civilization These form the mspirat on and materials ofpoetry. Therefore, observe, feel" cultivate yZ naturalimaginative genius, practice assiduously the techn?c of ve^i

chfX:,u"fr^"'%'^''^ ^ conscience and an a°m" T^e
fs a lick o? thell'fr

P°'*= '? «"""^^iJ "-^y ""t^ i" P^^^^lIS a lack of the artistic conscience. They "turn of!" versesand immediately rush them into print. They win noltikethe time to select the inevitable word, the uniquThnaee thebest form of rhythmical structure ^nd flow B^t on allthese things I shall remark no more
According to my custom. I include in the book in hand



t.on or entertainmeJIt in tf-- ,^7''' """^ ^"'^ =°'"= >"«t™c.

W/RVofo'f1r°^5,?^
The imprimatur of his fine mJ^Hj"*''^""' ^ova Scotia,
warrant for the pubiicition ofX vf

""^
^""l"

''^^^ '^ high
quite unworthy of his rn™„r * Y*"*! '" ' ' book. I am
unworthiness, his imirim«T,fr

'^^"*'- Notm.hstanding my
Itself an added spirit^aS^ »!'

a notable reward, and ir
contents as such. ^' distinction that enhances the literar"

for th'l^Zt^^P^Scai^coverH^ ?" ^°^«^' ' «« '"''ebte ,

>ts Light which com^pered and%Hlf'
^"' '^^ ""'^ ^^«" ^nd

the Spirit unto the'^neter-tndin^ infTP/i^' "'^ ^"'S^ts of
for the lovely frontispiece Mr^r '^' Adventure, and alfo
P?etry than the verses which hi.

^^^^"'. " ''««« a finer
Pjece enhance. He f/ „ tn,. ,« T'^^l.

?*''8" a°<i frontis-
h-m as an associatelnWfi'n^e'rTrgs^'tL^S"' '° ""^^

Halifax, N. S., September 30, 1920.
^^ °- ^°^^^

ixinf
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BOOK I.

TWILIGHT LITANIES



PRELUDE
LAUREL

To a Patron and Lover of Minor Poets.

Q VODSI me lyricis vatibus instris,

Sublimi feriam sidera vertice.—Hoi: Ode 1; Bk. I.

^°
cl'd^ndnr"'^

'"''' "'^' master-chords as you send

Vain thought! Yet since you count me Poet, naught mvprospect mars;
"»ugiic my

^"^S"**^
^^^ ^°" ^'^''^' ""^ '^"^ ^'°'"^ ^^^^ "s the

**For G. S. L.



CHRISTOBEL

"^^tK"'??^"^ Sonnetsio the Ideal Incarnate.

The exquisite image fail tm". '^'^ """^ ^'«--

Are only meantT^g'e'S^'^ thing.

I can but simolv n^ n= °' y°"-

°° I h,v, mmti u. : „.„„i^

wuhwh.w::L^£zf-|y^
An^r^VhT^'irh^-^itritery:



rii

JN CLOISTERED inward times of wistful dreams
I ve seen a silver ship, swift as a dove

Speed past the Sunroads to the Land where streamsThe River of Immortal Life and Love
Some hour you'll board that ship and sail away

Yet when He wills for you that fated day
1 11 neither sink nor be disquieted.
Nay, I will cleave to my remembered light
Of you, and keep my soul - till Christ .shall sendHis star-prowed b .rque to bear me pas, che nightTo you and aU the blest unending end
Oh then what bliss, when I, Love's Prodigal

^^Achieve you on the Heavenly Littoral!
'

**For M. G. A.
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ways - and worship at her gate

"''or C. L. L.



MY POET
To Donna Innominata.

^HEN Time arrests the rush of Day,
And Eventide brings sweet relsa'se

t1°?k-°.
• J"=*f*'''e the happiness and peace

1 hat bide for me:
For then I haste away
To meet with earth's invisible choice companySoon as I m cloistered with my books
The Poets hail me from their hiding nooksAnd with a -winningly constraining grace
Admit me to a humble place
Amid the Lyric Choir,
And on their poet-pinions lift me heaven-higher.

The Old Blind Bard of Chios wins me joy
With heroes clash, and crash of battle, on the plains of Troy
Th. !l5^*^^"^ ''?^ °^ Aeschylus reverberate

''

The awful tones of God, far-thundering the sinner's fateI hear the nightingales of Sophocles
Chant of the Night of Life; and sad Euripides
Release, on winds of beauty

S? wHh"ThXn>°^ f"*"""'^
L°-«i°dread conflict with Duty,ur with Theocritus I move to meads and groves SicilianAnd hear young shepherds fluting with the fylvan p^^e o" PanSoon breaks the voice of one whose heart I know t,^ weU-The Florentine whose feet had trod the searing ways of HellEre he found Heaven in the bitter bliss ^ ^ "'"•

Next" Fniu ''i'
*""•'

u"'"'"'
^"^^- •'""'°--t^> Beatrice.Next, England s mighty

. -laster of the Tragic Comoan/Declaims the diapason of Man's guilt-wrought dertfny,'



The lark-voiced ShelW Wf,1,^ ?
"?^^"*' ""V^.

Upon the void of Us imp^fble'hLT"
'^°^''.

Last, Alfred Laureate ^^',1*'"^'' "naginings.

Ho. Lancelot ^e^^tUo'-^ll^::^,^:^^^

II

Within that happy sanctuary

p^!c^^o^^iertt:ru:s^ror«-J^"- --A music answering my fnmo!^^^':"'? ^'•«'«'- Choir -

IT, 'T ^'l'
""^""^ °f ^od Cheer ""^

'''*'

I hirM"
"-night encircles round"

f
near M^ Poet s voice resound

•*For D. C. D.



A NEWS-LETTER FOR AN ABSENT POET

TO JOYCE KILMER:
Lately God's Singing Soldier on Earth,
Now a Lyric Knight in Our Lady's Choir Invisible.
C/of Riley, Field & Co.,

Poets' Lane,

Garden City,

PARADISE.

DEAR Vanished Lyrist of life's humaner things—
U nim^^ ?! ^^^ ''^"-Poets - you know the kind -
Is .p,lhng verselets round in which he libelously singsThat you are dead! *

But all your friends here have opined
That you, belike, have spirited
Yourself away
To spend a happy holiday
With Riley, Field, and all the other Singing Boys who treadThe lanes and lawns of Paradise-

ys wno treaa

^""pril'e*"''*
^""^ ^°"' ^"""^^ "° ^^^^' '^'sqweting sur-

They're confident of their surmise
That you've gone on ahead
Of them, and that they'll overtake you — in a little whileBesides, you are not wholly gone away

IZl^''^^ ^^''f^
**'" ^^P" ^^^^ '^'^ =^'<i« °f Heaven say

1 hat in the volumes which you left behind —
'^''^^nd

-'"°"*'' "^ ''°"'" ^^"°''-'°^'"8 heart and happy

Your brave, companionable spirit cleariy showsAnd every word upon the pages glows
With your infectious smile.



"ForA. S. D.



SHIPS OF PEARL
A Twilight Revery Before a Portrait.

J^Y THOUGHTS are little ships of pearl —
Moonbeams for masts, star-gleams for sails-

And one by one they bear me far—
To windless ports whose cool, pellucid waters curl
Along the shores that fringe the paradisal vales
On irised islands where God's Gardens are.

Upon what strange and constant quest
Sail forth my shining pearl-keeled ships
That bear me north and south, and east and west '—
I know that in God's paradisal places
The flowers that grow are as my Love's most winsome graces-The fairest hlies th°re I'll find,

Immaculate symbol of my Love's chaste mind-
And roses red that match her sweet rubescent lips
And mangolds that emulate her dusk-gold hair.
And violets, blue as her eyes which are tne lair'
Of unalloyed content
And thoughts that holy are, and innocent!

So when I look, as now, upon my Love's reflected face
ilnshnned within its secret templed place,
I send my magic argosies.
Swift-borne by every dream-stirred breeze,
To faery-gardens on God's paradisal isles
Where I, with Beauty's self, haunt Beauty's daintiest bowersAnd pluck, for sweet remembrance, all the flowers
Of my Love's graces, deeds, and thoughts, and smiles.

O Little Thought-pearled Ships,
Here by my Love's dear shrine, with only God to be
The witness of my soul's eternal loyalty,
I, who forever am denied her living lips,'
Before her imaged form in new-pledged fealty bow
An^press my pure, devoted kiss upon the stainless brow
**B. B. C.
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MY STAR

And friends, rememberin?rif ^°" " ^''P ^^^Y-

Pe-vasive as church inc^ a^T?/ P«=seiice there,

went, oyways that your feet once
Of you the very dust shaUvoca.be, and eloquent-

So shall I wait nn t-
Surmising sure Death-rHl fl mortalest shocks,
When you shalll!^ vou ^r'v"'''''"^'

Paradox:-
You will but journey to re'hf.''T '"*° "'^"^' Night;
My way, till i iTcolto'dfZ' ''^'^ ~ '° ''^ht

you who are ^ ^ "'"^' ™°"°t "P to shine near

fSM. G. a""
^°'"'"^ ""^ "^ ^^«°'"S Star-

a



FACES
To Theodora of the Secret Shrine.

QOD fashioned a vision-face for only me —
Ovalled with the same soft loveliness of linear graceAnd sweetly hghtened with the same serenity

And same Godhood benignity
Thatjmme and sanctify Madonna's mild, divinely-patient

THEODORA - Gift of God- - so I apostrophize

shy HghT
^'*'^*' ""* ^"' '°°" =' ^^^ ^""'^

Lifts up the lids that gently canopy mine eyes,

asSd:""''' "' "'^""^ "^ ^'^^^^ ^--^ -<^^-

And mantles me with peaceful benediction when I layMe down for dreamless slumber in the night.

ShniMTtt-T"^^' '? "" ~ unpardonable imagining -
Should I thmk, even for a twinkling, to compare

most^'flir^'""'^'^
^^^ "*'"'" *''"* *" ""'^ '^^'^ •'«'''

"""yn'ouslit""'
*''° "" ^^*'"'^ *° "-^^ «'^^*' --

^^
tWn^ -^

^^''^ '"""^'^ "'^ '"" '° '"^**°' '°''* °' «''^''y holy

Aspasia woke in Pericles his splendid empire-dreamsMy Lady s face begets in me the highest beatific gleams;
If Portia was the strength and stay of Brutus in despair,

Ludfer-
^ ""^ ^' ''^"^"* ^' ^*- ^'"^""^^ °''"

^"
sStrici""

°^"*^ ^''^"' ^"^ "^^^ *""^ "^"""^y °^ •''^

^^
bul^

'
^^""^ '"^^'"^ ""* ''^°"^' *°°-«"d brings me utter

13



•*For L. V. L
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POUR LA CROIX ET TOI
A Prayer for Prayer.

J DO not ask for any gift of love,
Nor long-desired requiting glance or smile:

I only plead that when you kneel awhile,
You keep for me a sure remembered place

In your pure prayers, and send my name above
For Christ's sweet pardon and transmuting grace.

Were I vouchsafed an earthly Advocate
So nobly eloquent and consecrate,

I could not outcast be, nor yet forsaken:
But all my days flame-freaked with irised dawns should

waken.

I strive far from the shining pinnacle
Of your sheer standards of the good and right.

Unfit to be your lowliest acolyte!
Yet humbly thus to serve I fain aspire—

I whi- too oft aspired, and too oft fell

Below my soul's most ultimate desire.
Oh, promise me a part in your pure prayers:
So shall I mount on them, as altar-stairs,

To where you stand, by holy living called.
And reach your side— some day— redeemed and coronaled!

••For L. E. de M.
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THE CHERUBS' HYMN

the Anniversary oYn'er Na'tivhr""""""^

Are writ in sCy s^°" /^f;«"
^ ^vory Throne-

But most the che^bi^ T- L"''
^^^P''"' '"•

--na..trX^c"i— SLein
^
Thetan';;' ?hr

" '''^*^^' -•'--y.

And hymn a name- starry saVX set.

But ChristS fwtt nto Hift iH"^
=''°"'<' ""^^

To hear the theme thVXS^Sbl^ln^--.

^nd mtnulnts bnuvoint!

"^wJ- ?"/'"•*"' «Vj. ««,, _

u



" Where little children hiwty He
In pain, or miss maternal care.

Her hands soothe like a lullaby.

Her voice stills like a vesper prayer.

" Sad Ma^dalens who contemplate
Her lilies of chaste womanhood,

Cry: ' Mary, Mother Immaculate,
' Help me to gain Christ's Saving Roodl

" And men who mark her free largess
To poor and HI and sad and spent.

Resolve to win the^r happiness
By gifts as free and kindly sent.

" So treads she squalid city parts,

Sweet with her winsome sanctity:
Her love is tight to darkened hearts.

Her deeds a holy litany;

" Her thoughts are chaste, her mien demure.
Her speech is gentle and refined.

In graces virginal and pure
She is Exemplar to her kind."

Thus sang the cherubim in clear acclaim.
Before the Heavenly Congregation, met

For her returned Nativity whose name
Within the Book in sapphire stars is set.

••For L; O. R.
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COMPAN/iMS IfHREE
A Revery at Ve.yer Ctir ;. To G. C.

FAR from my sight, friend^y rVarest friendI am companioned by you day by dav
'

CoLr •' \"'=" ^''^ ^'t" ''hom^ I spendCommunmg hours, and she delights to say -
Within a far-off town a lady dwells-

Her fJt^-'
^"'""^ "'"• *"'> manifold;

But most she wins by angel offices:She spreads her bounties freely everywhere-She .s unmatched in lovingkindnesses -The unexpected answer to a prayer

Life's simpler joys to her are heaven-sent -

That comes of kinship shared with "aU It's meet.'

Your vicar smiles at me while she recites

I see you sating there, all smiles, as wen."

L'ENVOI

"For G. and L.
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THE JOY-MAKER
A Lyric of the Spirit Radiant. To A.

gAKTH smiled to read your happy horoscope,
Prophetic of the sprightly soul to be,

And all the elfs of Gladness and of Hope
Danced merry rounds at your nativity.

With which one of the Graces you're most seen,
Or which one on you constantly attends,
I cannot say; for I must choose between
Good Cheer, and Love, and Loyalty to Friends.

Your wit and smiles dispel the frowns of Care;
Your loving services charm ills away

:

Oh, what a radiant face the world will wear.
With you. Dear Friend, to cheer us day by day.

For A. E. M.
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ST. THERESA'S BOOK-MARK
A Rhymed Paraphrase. Written in a Copy of Father

Lasance's ' Manual.'

O CHRISTIAN still thy ^^iiTI let not

On earth is but a oortioVnftt, °^' ''""'"" '»'

And His love will atone

gJt^sS^^S^^^^ifS^Si^ee at length

The^nsummation of Love's perfect pLn
••For L. E. de M.
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A ROSARY OF RENUNCIATION

A Quatrain, Written in a Copy of Father Tabb's
Poems.

J HAVE a Rosary no other can possess—
Its beads are Prayers to Love's renouncing eyes

I count them over when I ask the Christ to bless
And guerdon me with Virtue's lonely prize.

**For C. C. C.

20



DISCOVERY
(With Riley in Tir-nan-og)

^^^W^," T^' T'^ '^^^t than those of Pan
With'^^of werto'i?"'nr '"' ^""^^
A„^ * V .

*° ^"^-nan-og — a Man;^und again ' the eternal Boy ^„^e!
*'For L. O. R.
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TO A SHY POET
^S V7EETEST flowers which no delighted eyes behold,

Parade their fair and fragrant forms to a vain end;
So rarest thoughts which fairest minds in secret fold,
Live to themselves, unblest, till they are fitly penned.

Disclose, shy poet, the nature-gleams that haunt your mind.
Make vocal all the ecstasies that wake your heart,
So will you paint earth-witi,''eries still ucdivined,
And sing new songs more sweet than those yet born of art!

••For P. O. G.
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THE MUSIC-MAKER
To a Friend of Little Children.

cMl}|^a^5n^„Si^-'^^-^), ^.de^t of the Rainbow

Epbtle contains a PmSi to 'F^rS^V^'.Jf Cherubs", etc. tS
James W. Riley, form^y^fndiWh^t„ori''H"'" ">^ ChUdren's Poet'

DEAR Farmer Smith,—
HERE'S news for you that's hard to be beUeved •

A feft°er
V''"'' *°? "i" '"•=*' ''^« i"^* received 'A letter from our friend Jim Riley, andHe sends regards to all your Rainbow Band

• p ^K. "'t.-
' ? '°*= °f '=^•""5 ''here I'm now stavine

'"^A/uh^^'^etpoT^'^'
^^--' '^-•^^-^ P'S^

God's shming Heavenly lawn.'

Then Jim sub.'scribes this kind P. S. :

' To my best Friend on Earth, P. S., —
• Th''^^^^M^'^u.'""'''''

^""^"' '^a" there be
_

Than httle children's laughter, children's glee?
_

I

"J
proud to state that many a giri and boy

'

Enthrone you as their Fairy Prince of JoyA Farmer, you ? — You Fakir!
You're God's best Music-maker.'

Now wasn't it nice of Jim to write on your birthdayTokt^us know that he's not dead - but just awayf'

••For L. O. R.
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RAINBOW ROW IN HEAVEN
Verses for Children.

•pHERE'S a very wise man — an astronomer—
. nx

^*'° *^*''8''*s to say: ' Let me tell you, kind sir,

_

Of the worlds I discovered, the unseen stars,
' In the infinite leagues that lie beyond Mars."

So I listen, entranced, till he has his say
About Luna and Mars and the Milky Way,
And the greater glories of still farther lands'
That are found with telescopes made by hands.

All the while I have gleams— which I secretly keep -
Of a land into which no lenses may peep
An invisible land that glistens more clear
Than the starriest rays from the starriest sphere.

And often in spirit to that land I wend,
To meet there with many a dear little friend;
And I find them, all radiant, as I should know.
In the comer of Heaven, called Rainbow Row.

Oh, how sweetly they smile, how clearly they raise
Their glad childish voices in holiest praise;
And the Christ beams His love; the Angels admire
The hozannas that ring from God's Rainbow Choir.

Many friends have I now who passed to Christ's side
But I miss most the dear little friends who died;
Yet often we'll meet when in spirit I go
To the comer of Heaven, called Rainbow Row.

•*For F. S.
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THK QUEST
(Before Watts' Painting, "Sir Galahad.")

THY wistful gaze, O silver-annored Knieht
ThJ,^"^ "P°" ^^^ f"-seen scarlet liZThat gleams above the earthly pale

-'^''*
The crimson blazon of the Holy Grail

Yet I, too, have a quest 1./.'^'''°"^ P"'' " "eart).
To reach the KinrSn^Citfc^r^t^ar^^'

"
Ind atgfyTlt^?,lK^^^ -' ^'-^
But ever is my vLZt^!' "t"- •

"' °^* ^^""^ ^rom fear;

By faith, Christ^s^Se a„d"tL''''"'
'"='"'°^<*

The Great Appoin?me"t ^th the LoS'oTllT ""^ «'''°«''

And these my constant ^.^If -T ", °* ^'^^ ^o^ me;
Until- I trust - at Lt" ^ f ^^ '*'™^"' ^'"=«
Before my King- and Chrfct . T"^' ^ '''^" =*^"d
And, smiling l^s c^mpS^^tfSr""'^ '^"'^•

^-ning.„h];So^„rS^----^^^^^^^^^^

"For M. G. A.
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DULCE PRAESIDIUM ANIMAE

J HAVE a consecrated rendezvous,
High-alcoved from the rude world's impious view

Where never sensual disquietude, or even breath of sin
Can enter in:

'

— A little closeted retreat it is,

And on its walls glow graven Images
Of Christ, the inseparable strong Brother,
And Blessed Mary, the comforting, mild Mother
And Mihtant Saint Michael, the Christian warrior's paragonTemble with his great sword and flaming morion.

'

Before the effigies of these most holy three,
In that calm, cloistered place,
I am vouchsafed sustaining grace.
Immeasurable and free.

When beats the sun of passion on my head
That went too confidently forth, too weakly helmeted
I creep back, broken, from the fierce Satanic trials,

'

To my home-cloister, peaceful and soul-stilling as cathedral

And there before Christ's effigy I kneel.
Tell forth the futile gains, recount each self-wrought loss-Then Christ steps from the Cross,
Comes to me while ashamed and penitent I bow
And soon I feel

'

His dear hands, white as lilies, cool as dew, soothe my hot
brow;

And He speaks gently: ' Brother, rise, be of good cheer-

. Au °'^' "^^ *"*'*' ^ *™ ^^y •'^'P^'" and always near '

.

^^°'''«<'' forgiven, fight on. fight on, fight on,
Who strikes with Me. and strikes again, may count the in-ward victory won.'

And I who kneel there craven-bowed,
Rise reassured, and with Christ's strength endowed.

26



If I have been too prodigal of love. ,„d fe>t the bludgeon-

nuTa'^dTo^Sat '"'^ -""""^ '-y "-« a'-i„,

Stej:^S?r?r::^S Vacate:
Is SCO h,„g balm and healing grace?But all the agony is instantly undone

•
^y,p°<^-*>^B°tten Suffering One,

Ill
Upon my cloister wall next I behold

s.. Mew,. ..„., ^,si^':ns"szrj^'.

^IttiS—eSH;5r.fcSk?U.
For C. and M. M.
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VITA NUOVA
Dante to Beatrice.

LIGHT of my life, unworthy of thy slightest glance,
I follow thee in secret whereso'er thou goest;

But thou, alas, never knowest
How in thy presence I swoon into a trance.
The ebon of the night is in thy soft, swart hair,
The glory of the gentle stars glints in thine eyes,
And, like the valley-lilies' perfume, faint and rare,
Thy low, meek speech steals on my soul with magical surprise.
Dear as thou art unto mine outward sight,
Thou'rt dearer in my heart-sealed dreams
Wherein I see seraphic gleams
Of one fair vision, immaculate and bright,
Suffuse my couch, and become a prayer.
Oh, holy, holy would I be when thou art there:
I stretch mine arms to hold thee close, but lo.
Thy form fades from me in gradual and slow
Retreat, as if in beckoning.
My S] irit's Spouse and my Salvation, I would cling
To thy white hands, till I am brought
Into the realm of that New Life I long had sought
Unwittingly in this soul-scarring world. At last
I wholly give myself to thee: lead thou me past
The gates of Hell; and speed my wayward feet above
All earth-seductions to the Paradise of Perfect Love.

••For B. B. C.
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FLU re OF GOD
QH. I have drained the cups of ecstasy!

-

Where rh?"^ "?°" * ^gh-faned hillWhere I have watched God's sunsets soil!Apocalyptic splendors to infinity

Whl""/!!^
^de, high-weltering sea

K;^uiXr-^°--pen<i
Whnr^"^.''^*"-''^^^^ - end on end.

So th^U'-'r
''"^'''"^ '^^ ^-^^ lunge

DefiLt.do;:th;re:-rbyr^ '"""«'=•

W ?*''."iP triumphing and free againScorning the snarling hiss
^

'

Of Ocean argry at the impotence
Ut Its voracious violence;

And in a sun-shot. flowered field
J-here I have lain concealed
And suddenly have heard
The wild, swift winging
And the wild, sweet singine

Of a glad, free bird

But not the loveliest note

NofJir" ^T-""* "'™^''''' throat,Wor wildly weltering sea
Nor sunset splendors ever stirred

MvZ"' '^ ="^,V,'-"=Ports of pure ecstasy

nl ^ u
~,S''eet Flute of God!— awake in\„«Oh, when I hear

awake m me.

The music absolute

But ^ni «'?"'• ."""^ "° ^'"'er, in the yearBut only Spring is near,
^^^

^-
29



'VMii'

'I

WHAT OTHER BOON
\yHAT other boon than You— and Love— shall I,

•an. X ?*" """^^ P^^ *° silence, surely crave?—What other comforters above the grave'—
Not solely those sweet prayers of priests nearby,

tZ i»?i
"'5^™'>^^?'=<=r of Christ's redemptive death -The hallowed Crucifix - upraised before my sight.Nor low-tone htames and candles' peaceful light-

^^br"°a'th!°
""^ '°' °°'^ '"''" ^" ^ ''"P'°y "-y ^^'°8

As if forgetful of my finitude's most wonted cheer.

Th^HrJL"' ""l
^*^"«<l,=°"l's absolving when I hear

1 he dread mevitable Call

Kor'iv°J^T 'r'"''*^^
''*^*"* ''''^" t''^ s^^rt, unwelcome pallForever cloaks mme eyes from Earth's pervasive thrall.But at my final passmg let there be

Vouchsafed these gifts of joy and solace temporal :-One look at that illimitable Sea
Which, years agone, first nursed and cradled me-And at the Sun when ht has reached the Western GateAnd, hke a royal lover, radiant and elate
Beams glorious, and, with a king-Uke bow
Upon the waiting hills' broad dusky brow
Imprints his golden good-night kiss-
And shortly ere the death-mists veil mine eyes, let this

"delight
-1°" ^'""^ ^"^^~ "^ '*'' '"''' ^^^ °^ ^»^'»'«

To wait the coming of the quiet Stars, and watch the NightIn silence shepherd them as sheep.
And at the Dawn's first stirring fold them in — and me —

lor sleep.

••For L. V. L.
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SUB CRUCIS UMBRA
Mary, with the Babe Tesm Asleeo m H a

H>s httle hands and feet from pla/ft'rest.

Hisliule hands!- Hear me. Jehovah, hear

And .nm «fhB *u j,„„, j„„-^ ^^^

Prom death upon a Cross, and scomers' Crown!

The hoiTid phantom came last night and I

Awoke, but He slept on; and I, alone,

^AnrbhnT°-"'='°°'°- Have mercy. Lord-

H.S going and His coming, day and night

;irb^^j'-h^ --J for.;vrKrLord, grant that I may comfort my plm t^A»d on H,s dear dead hands le"L my'lLridss.
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I

i:^ n

MATER DOLOROSA

MARY MOTHER OF SORROWS! my heart is rent,And my poor faith is almost spent!
Here at Thy shrine on bended knee
I pray that I may clearly see

The way he went.

Is my lost only one with Christ — at rest?
Oh, lift the veil cl darkness lest
I hug too close my whelming loss,
And soon unmindful of the Cross

Heed not God's test!

MARY MOTHER OF SORROWS! my painful plightNeeds Thy sweet solace and new sight
Into the ways of Him who trod
The wine-press of the Suffering God

To bring me light.

Lonely I watch as Thou at Calvary
Beside the rending Cross when He,
Thy Holy Son, obeyed and gave
His life— a sacrifice to save

Humanity.

MARY MOTHER OF SORROWS! give me releaserrom this sad thrall of Love's decease;
Tell Thine own Son my cruellest cares',
And Thou, with Thy unceasing prayers.

Win me Thy peace!
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IF I WERE GOD

'I^ ?Zf^ God', said one whom Nature mocked —
Ihe world anew would I in love create-

Benignant aspect sea and sky should wear
The bourgeons earth the fruits of gladness bear—

'If I were God!"

•It I were God ', said one whom Hope forsook —
Ihe world anew would I in love create-

'An^'^?^^f"'i'^ T" ^."^""P* *°° ^'Sh emprise,And blmdly stretch vain hands unto the skies—
'If I were God!'

'If I were God '. said one whom War had wracked -Ihe world mew would I in lov; create-
From hun .in brows should fall no bloody sweat.Nor hearts heroic taste the Long Regret -

' I* I were God!'

To them the Man of Sorrows: ' Peace, O son!
Begnme not thus thy speech with earth's foul dust-tach mght I pray in thy Gethsemane.
Each day I drink thy Cup of Agony —

'And I, O son, am God!'
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MUTATIONS
Four Sonnets of Spiritual Vision and Conflict.

:

To Rev. Dr. William Foley.

I—AMOR MYSTICUS
GOD-SEEKING in high realms of Holy ThoughtI w,n perpetual Sabbath-peace: no nois.Of nether-strife mounts up to mar ?heToysOf my unweaned quest for Truth God JoughtIn mystenes of which the World dreamrTotLo^ days I served Self-love, whichf^ doysOr turns to dust. But now my heart empbys

Mwntask! Yet is my spirit glad and hale-And I submissive to the chastening yearsHenceforth j^ll keep, without regret o^WThe ways which lead unto the myst c^a^Where only to the pure in heart appear
rar-off, encamadined, the Holy GrST

II-TIMOR MUNDI
MY SECRET dread is not that I may see

AnH m/ "''"* ""?!'*'' ^y th« All-searching Light

Thft Th """r"!- ^"~*^ « =»"'«« Nighf-That Thoughts which my soul treasures sacrediv

Which thnll my heart, expectant on the height

KhlVrd ofuSy^'ll- ^" ^PeechC^ht.

nl w",^''
'^"^* ^^^^^' ''"t that some day

WthW """^ ""^ ""^ '^'^ ^'°'" ceasel^^strife

^rt T f.7 fe^ress to the Lords of Hell

;

A^H fi
5* r*' ^^1'^ *° *'«' Temptress- spell.And find alone m her seductive swayibe sweetest witchery of mortal Ufe.
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III-GUBERNA ME, O DOMINE
''^ t?*5k

*** "' " " ^^" immutable

Th- 1^^^°^^ ^^^ «='«" unremitting ray

I^JTa "^"'Sent roll of Life, and layIts winds and waves to rest. For I would dwell

Lord show Thy countenance, my Faith restoreAnd bnng my weltering barque L safe Ce It last.

IV-FIDUCIA CERTA

I^sJ^^u^STn^^r«S^^^^
« mllar. arcmtrave, and frieze. an™oil
TrWi^H

''^'^

"°u
*° ^''^' Soul of my sou^^

A^H u ,"''' "^''' *° tJ'at which only seems

fts JL'"''
""? '°°"^^ ''«''' whene'JitTeLsIts wisdom wise and marks no heavenly /oaT

To^l nr ^M""' ^ >^f* mine eveV

IW Thy lSr^t^v'4^ndY^mm^er'
^™^

An^d w'° -" T''y.'"*'''="°2 plans compriseAnd lose my days in Love's diviner end

U
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PER ASPERA AD ' ITORA COELICA
(To the Memory of Jennie Leech Logan)

™"eey»
. .

shall behold the land that is very far off.- I«..33.,rto. I am mth you alway, even unto the end of the world.-Matt. 28;20.
' '

O ^^^V^^?"' voyager to that far Shore

KnoJ^^I i°i
'•'"^ ^"°=^ ^^^ ^«=« terrene.

WraTstride°n"tl.«T'"'"^ ^t''^
^''*" ^o" ''^tween.wnat strident gales of sorrow, harsh and frore.

Shall blow from every frigid zone, before

Wh^i !, n ^1?~ *''* Heavenly Demesne -Where dwdl Gods own Redeemed, for evermoreAt rest with Him who suffered de^th, and™se
Vjctonous o'er the grave? O Soul, why fearThe waves tumultuous roar? Thy Pilot knowsHow fra.l thy mortal ship, and calleth clear

Am°^tw». ^^^^2'"f
''^^^- ' L°' I- thy Lord.Am with thee, and the comforts of My Word!'
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MEDITATIO MORTIS
Ad Matrem: E. G. Logan

Dear beauteous Death, tlTj^el of the Jusl.-V^ugh^

P^Zr^'iZ'r DlaSr^itXlT -^^ ^ -K^ f>«™"' ^-^' the

I
the last sad rites/^whid, hl^^iS th

inevitable happening; and aft^
function « the eoa^sen^ of a tovtSe tte'n^'

«t«.ution of a sS3
imimsoned in a stone-and-steelTaillt t. i/5^ "* '•^«d '"ay to be
•night issue forth at night ^d^Vkthl'^h ^^'^^'^^^ lonely'ghosta
« hardly distinguishable fr^ T^bUc^u' Th"^ •"'^.T'

'^""eteiy which
mute procession to some seau^sS^JS^^ xP'"," «Mom now the slow
Dead are tenderly laiXio^C^fX'er"^- S^E^^'i^^*"^'' "^ere tte
(as the Homeric poet beautifully^St) u^^J'^^'P^"Vosmg"
Henry Vaughan, the 17th cmti^W^ i»t .l-^'""?

K'^°us mood that
spiritual significance - " lSa5^I^,f?L,wt °'°",P^"« "><> *»'
and the Homeric poet, in lik^ooTri^H u' ^''.^ '«"«' "' ""e Just,"
cold senseless, uiSeeling cSy °m is^t^ 5."??^' Pl»<>« » earth, SoTL
we sleep as tired chUdr^ 'n Se'^t'wZi'Snrf'll^in'Si^J'jflbt"^

^Y^EN I go home again —
And be it soon or late

1 shall not bide
By glade or moor or glen.

By field or fen.
Where now the lone bird calls

At eventide
Unto his mate :

—

'/ weep,

'I wait;'

Or by the sounding shore,
Or yet by towering hill.

Beneath the moon:
Whose organ-voices o'er
The burdened soul resound

In solemn tune:

—

'Be strong,

'Be still.'
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?"j "If«fhere green graves lie.
And all Life s panoply

Turns fast to dust
Oft shall I stay
To mark the way

Of mortal man, and wonder why

AiS^t^f
^**" increasing travail bring:

To hear from out the invocal clavA spmt-voice reply:—
' r*«.» Dath um King of kin.s
;
And laytlh Urn both grJand «!£«
rear not his comiitg, mary heart

'

Fear not alt
' Nor aeepl

• ^^,i,^f,S"^ **»«« '<«?

• '1 J ^" *""'• " "«»'> *««'<A mt tn tht sweet asylum of the 'omi
I hou loo shaJt soon
Find rest.'

So shall I duly tread,
Beyond unwonted ways of men
The dear sequestered Gardens of the Dead_When I go home again.
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PROSPICE
New Year Verses of the Forward View

To Rev. Dr. William Foley

•The best is yet to 6»-.—R. Browning.

QH, HARK to me.
My Brother, hark to me

AnV^hiftX'Thrhr^'^"'''^ ^•^^-•'«- ^-=
What I have heard within the altared sanctuary!

Close to Him; and the saints of earth shall take thv h«„^And lead and counsel thee along the rude ough and '

And up the craggy, tortuous steep,
Till thou, at last, shalt stand
Upon God's mountain-top — thy goal
Attained; thy spirit purified and whole.

L«k to™.rd hen»_ ,,4 „rtv,: ,hj. B«t i,m to b.1

After Mass,
New Year Day, 1919





BOOK II.

STOPPED FLUTES AND UNDERTONES



i
INTRODUCTORY NOTE

-•:<

noubta^SoSS rf ThT, rw " "!?""" ">^ «"< <>( iT^' boSrt ,ij!!^<,l°
""!» 'ko look

Pi

hi'
t
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STOPPED FLUTES

^^.*.s the Loss .„d Resto„«<rof ^^' i^-^r^t^^i^to^

Husband.

—

olf ro/''°"'^' ^.
'^^''^ ^'""^ "J^e^^s of our lost lot-Dear God-companio- ^ Eden-days of bliss -When Love breathed .oftly through the orifice

CeW P"^V°"'^' -"d with def. finge^ boughtCelestial cadences. We were as flutes J^""^*"*
1 mn flutes, whose consonances clearly blentAnd piped of Pearp tn Pojn,' ' u'enc,

Until thrWnJX ^ ^ accompaniment,until the World s coarse puffings made us mutes.
Wife.

—

Who held us once in His vast holy choirWho used us then as instruments of pr^seReverberant of His glad Sabbath-da^
Again can fill us with the eld desire.

Both.—

f^f^ ?°r
"' "T- """^ "'«''« •" "=. O Lord.Immortal Love's long-muted master-chord!
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MUTATUR TERRA

;'^-;.i

it

'Because the rose must fade,
'Shall I not love the rosef—R. W. Gilder

Q EARTH, that changeth as the changing moon,
Elate we tread thy Gardens o£ Delight,

But wis not Fate's frore breath must sometime blight
The Passion-Flowers that make our days seem June.
Mutatur Terral— Soon, O Earth, too soon.
Thy gorgeous pageant dies: our rapturous years
Become a waste of foliage wet with tears.

And scentless of the sweet memorial boon
That ruddy Love gave Life. Then teach us. Earth,
By thy vicissitudes the more to prize

Thy gifts, which, fleeting, gain still dearer worth.
Ere we behold with sad reverted eyes
Thy glory of thy Gardens turned to gray.
And all the bloom of Life in black decay!

M



MONA LISA

^nS:Ji:^^S^'Z.°ti^^^l:i±,?'P''>5-^--- '> «>« Louvre. The
or -lesson , li>^^ i^^J^^^J^7^^Zft^^"^t:i^- "^"^"»

ALLURING, antique Image, potent nowAS in the days when thy first regency

WhTh"^. ^^'.^;^ ''"'^^ *° ^aze on the^.

TW f ,°. /u^ ¥^*^''« ^rt thus to endow

WUh tl°i/^''*

hands this sm.le, these eyes and brow.With their serene, elusive mastery.
Which Leonardo wrought in Italy
For Mona Lisa long ago? Art thouA Sibyl, or a Sphinx with naught to tell,Or Lady Beauty, whose eyes reflect the gleams

lTt^7:jVL '""f^-
*'"«'" ^ starr/beams?way, thou art She whom wo wooed long and well —

1 KUTH unattained and unattainable.
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NOSTALGIA
(1893-1913)

-.,,»

^FTER these many years,

—

Should I return, expectant and elate.

To tread again my homeland hills and dales,

Wide-spreading meads and vcrdured vales.
And, by the sea, to scent the brine-wet air;

—

Should I return, and find their fancied state
Annuled in disillusioned sight,

I would acclaim thee not a whit less fair.

After these many years,

O Land of My Del; "ht!

After these many years,

—

Should I go home, and, wistiul for the smile
Of once familiar faces and the press

Of hands in gentle friendliness.

Pass lone and unrequited everywhere;

—

Should I go home, and find them gone awhile
Before me into endless Night,

I would acclaim thee not a whit less fair.

After these many years,

O Land of My Delight!

After these many years,

—

Should I, my Sea-laved Land, return to thee.
Not for thine Earth-wrought glories freely spread,

Nor tenure of my dear anJ dead.
Would I protest my love, with love's excess;
But I would choose thee from all lands that be

For thy commemorative light

Of rare and long-remembered loveliness

That gladdened vanished years.

Dear Land of My Delight!
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WINIFRED WATERS
A Lyric of Eros Athanatos

And talk to you dear ihn tT ** y°" ^'^^-

Of yo"Ss that Sron"'!S"'''
"'^ ^'"^"^'^ °f 4ht,

Than the rostleaves thT^°" '^^'"°"'' ^"d "ght
Of the «, rior;^^^^^^^^^ JuL a..

oWMm w.im. B,dIU„„,„ ,^,

6= I s««a .?2iSr v™ i >?;""«"•• te«.

I commune with you^ spirit while It. v'
"* ^^^ ^'<^«

With the sweet peace nfrn/ '""'^ °" y°" "ow
Lo. I kiss your co'd hand? T

y°\^'^^'^^i brow.
And posses^. ,„„:,^,fra£. L:ra^--2-,--.

our casket, and fird there the Treasury of Love.
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WIND O' THE SEA

I

Q WANDERING minstrel, wild Wind o" the Sea,

That knowest the innermost being of me
Who love thy rude sport with the measureless brine,

And whose spirit is wayward and vagrant as thine,

—

O wandering minstrel, sad Wind o' the Sea,

That learnest worid-secrets by swift errantry.

Blow hither to me o'er the wide Eastern main
And tell what meaneth the poignant refrain

Of surges that moan like sad souls in their sleep,

And those shuddering shadows that darken the deep.

Blow, wild Wind o' the Sea!

Blow, sad Wind o' the Sea!

And speed with thy lay to thy lorn devotee.

Then the Seawind sang forth: ' I blow from afar
' The ocean's accompaniment to the war
' Of the beast and the god that dwell in thy soul,

' Forever at strife for the gain of the whole
' Of thy manhood's estate, of thy love and desire,

' So thou sink to the one; to the other aspire.

' And the deep, dark shuddering shadows', he shrilled,

' Are the planes of thy life which Destiny willed—
' The devilish depths of thy sensual hours
' When the beast in thy soul enthralls senses and powers;
' And the shadowy heights of thy consecrate days
' When the god in thy soul is lord of thy ways '.

Thus ruthlessly sang the wild Wind o' the Sea

That learnest soul-secrets by swift-errantry.

Ah, wild Wind o' the Sea!

Ah, sad Wind o' the Seal

That revealest the innermost being of me.



HELIODORE FLED
(To the Memory of a Lost Ideal)

O WORLD that turneth as a vane that veers'

n-»l.c « ^^""^ ^f'^ '^5'°"'* '*>« sensual sightDwe s Hehodore, whose presence was the UghtOf Life s obscure probationary spheres ?We pledged her- fervently - our fairest years-But she IS fled; and. like the Eremite—
Compamon of the Caves and black-browed Night -We feed on Dust and drink the Cup of Tears

* '

is there no boon upon the empty earthFor
Jjs. O Worid,- no other ^ft of bliss?AH If of Love there be no second birthAnd for our longing Ups no lips to kiss.

Grant us this saving boon - if nothing more -Dear dreams of our first Love - lost Heliodore-
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CHESS
' Was it Huxley who compared the physician to a chess-player? The physician
has opposite him an antagonist who must some day win the decisive game —
that unseen player watches every move, he makes no haste, he plays fair;

but while he maikes no mistake hunself, he inexorably exacts the fuU penalty
for every mistake of the physician — and the physician does not (yet) know
all the rules of the game .

^l^HAT boots thy vaunted Science when the Game
Thou playest, skilled Physician, is with Death,

Whose eye is ware, and never wearieth,

While o'er the earth-form of the mortal frame
Ye two deploy, with subtlest strategy,

Your fateful forces in malign array —
Thou pledged to checkmate Death, and he to stay

Life's pulses with insidious atrophy ?

Unseen, alert, thy grim antagonist

Employeth all the Game's uncharted laws;

Nor hasteth he the end, for long he wist

Thy finite vision had foredoomed thy cause.

Yet this thy Hope and Triumph:— Day by day
Death yieldeth more to thee his ancient sway.



IN THE GARDEN OF WEEPING
I WALKED in the Garden of Weeping

Where passeth the train of Hearts Broken-
Weanly their way they wended
With heads bended,

Companions of Grief, seeking some token
That Love somewhere lay sleeping

In the Garden of Weeping.

But one there was, and one only.
Of that lacrymose train

Whose soul was darker than her dark tresses.
Alone she went, and lonely,

Croonmg in minor strain

This song of Melancholy:

' O happy Love — Love that blesses!
O cruel Love — Love that stresses!

. n.
' ^*''y '" '"y ^"""rt hair

The Black Rose of Life I bind and wear

I

For him. Fond Heart! who sought me
_

For him, False Heart! who forgot me.'O cruel Love that leaves me ever reaping
' In loneliness
' The bitterness
' Of thy excess

' Here, unwept, in the Garden of Weeping!'

SI
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WATTING

^LTHOUGH your lips, Sweetheart, are pale.
And your dark eyes are wet with tears,

I know that Love will yet prevail
Against the menace of the years.

I only ask. Beloved, now.
That you recall the summer days.
The starlight and the evening vow.
The eternal fating of our ways.

I do not ask as if in fear
That you may never come to me:
I only ask because I hear
A stranger call of destiny.

Oh, Heart of Mine, you cannot know
What Pate has hidden from us two;
Behind the veil of Chance I go.
And wait serene, Sweetheart, for you!



WALL STREET

•pHOU harlot, loathsome yet exceeding fair

wt,« -fv^^
*° *''^ gaping jaws of hell, '

Whose million-million victims by thy spellLie foully strangled in thy flaming hair

Vb, by what wiles, satanic, subtle, fell
Dost thou the avid human horde impelTo proffer thee their most perfervid prayer!

Thou art that darkest, deepest, foulest lie --HaJf truth, half falsehood, a minster stong to thraU

I hS^^''""^/
'='"*'^'''"« ""^t i° human kind

ITntil f^ T*" ' ^^^ consuming Passion bHndUntil to Avance a prey they fall-
And duped, and broken, gladly ^U to diet
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TO A STREET ROLLER
A Sonnet of the Inanimate.

"pHOU awkward, raucous instrument of Man,
Always groaning as if thy work were pain.

Accomplishing thy task by force amain
And tortuous movements of Leviathan —
Who made thee, mindless iron monster, knows
What means thy lumb'ring shuntings to and fro!
Thou art no thing of beauty, planned for show,
Vet from thy work the fruit of beauty grows.

Thou art the symbol of the Life of Toil,
Wherein men, hopeless, strive alone for bread —
Whose only joy is sleep, whose only dread
Is of the morrow's wearisome turmoil.
As thou, so goes the Toiler, early, late—
A Thing, not Man, clutched by remorseless Pate.

M



'>mis for Ireland
I ' .ra. Bnlliant,
."Tift.. V. ;,-v,.-.^;

"' lou d.llly !!»?

ORGIA
tSiTiTotW ''/f™*''''' ^ ^^ »•«' >« thieved mo-tnan all other statesmen and lord-lieutenants who nrbeloved for nobihty of mind and heart anderonn^^.,,^™t.m of an msiious foe. but univ^^Hy",^^.; ";

THROW back the shutters and th.. f.-. .,-. t;,ev K-^
i he demon darkness round;

The night hath flaming, lidless e ,

And the hush frights worse thau s. lim'.
While poisons scald my blood and pals^y .le^.,

Throw back the bUnds — and let
My soul forget!

Draw close the shutters and the blinds to keep
Ine scorpion daylight out:

The sun leers at me like a fiend
And, mocking, reels about.

While opiates drowse the sense and proffer sleepDraw close the blinds — and let
My soul forget!

Forget? Great God! I have forgot too weU
The horrors of my sin

:

And haunted now by ghosts of what
I was, and might have been —

In grief, remorse, despair, again I sellMy sodden soul, and plunge
Headlong to Hell!



li
NIGHT IN COBALT

A Christmas Eve Revery in a Canadian
Mining Town. Circa 1910 A. D.

Q LITTLE town, uncouth, unkempt, unclean.
Sprawling, amorphous and invertebrate.

Upon the Northland's once unstained demesne—
Above thee, sorrowing, ten thousand starry eyes.
Patient and immaculate,
Survey thy squalid scene.
Thy sensual paradise.
Where Avarice— rapacious and insatiate
As some starved desert beast— malignly stalks
The elusive lairs of Earth's most baneful paradox.

'Tpon thy scene I witnessed frantic throngs adore
The gaunt, voracious mammon-god whom men name 'MORE';
From mine and mill heard harsh mechanical cacophonies.
And loud, coarse croakings from the god's fanatic devotees,
Duped by their falsely-luring dreams.
And when I looked aloft to view a holier sight,
Blanched were the clear, chaste gleams
Of stars that gem the North Canadian night.

little town, unheedful, in thy lust for gold.
Of these pure warders of the human fold —
These sleepless shepherds, mute, yet eloquent
Of that long-past benign event
When Christ was born —
1 would thy :.ons might lift their bleared batrachian eyes
And mark above the howling senses' wold
The Soul's apocalypse of Peace, which only Faith descries
Clear-charted in the sinless skies—
Then shouldst thou seem less unregenerate and less f^rlom
Beneath the pure, unpassioned light
Of stars that gem the North Canadian night.

M



R. L. S.

Entered Elysium, Dec. 3, 1894

W^y-i ""V,!"^
'=!''''"*='' °* *•«= Western yearFalls on the sad, senescent earth, and drear

we turn from Nature's haunts for pure content

w"th1hos*r'' ""^Tf^-- °' '" voteless n^rks.

We dwelT^H ^'^^ ^^° ""'« «Sain in books,

^iBP^^^^"' Bard,

So^'Ltferr^ s^^^Ltdic:^°

—

But most, beloved Stevenson, this day

W^tl./.tP^°*/'^f *"' *°"=''«<1 the Elysian wayWe tread the soft Samoan hills with thee!
^'

In far Vaihma by the Southern Sea

a
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EARTH'S TRUE LORDS
To Rev, Dr. James B. Dollard.

' Tainig anam a n-Eirin'—^4 soul came into Ireland.

Whoever repeats the phrase ' The Fighting Irish,' perpetuates a vulgar
superstition. Love of the fine arts is distinctive of the genius of the Irish
race. It is noteworthy that the Irish flag is the only one that contains a device
en' 'ematic of the arts of Joy and Peace — a golden harp ornamented with
the ringed form cf the Muse of Poetry and Music— J. D. L.

j^OT THEY who crown themselves the Kings of Man
By conquest and the ruthless sov'reignty

Of iron hands that hold the world in fee

To martial Night and Lust: nor they who scan
All Science-lore for subtle thoughts to plan
Destructive engines, or possess the key
Of Power's sway o'er others' destiny:

—

Not Sasunnach and Hun, who know and can,
Are Earth's true Lords. But these shall never fail

Who serve the Arts of Joy and Peace: and men,
As in the Keltic prime, shall yet again
Exalt and laud the Kymri and the Gael —
Lords of the Spirit and the Inward Ken,
Who wrought for Love, and made his name prevail.

GO LEIGIDH DIA SIN
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IGNACE PADEREWSKI
(I) — Allegro Moderato.

J^Y soul sang loud:

—

w'l'^'i^ « 't
^^ "''"' 'he wizard wandWho shall show to our longing eyesThe opal gleams of a gorgeous ifndihat basks under golden skies?

Oh where is he with the Orphean lyre

wu J",^^"=^'
""='<= and clear,Who shall lilt of the Land of Heart's Desire"hat lies in a faery sphere?

Too long have we dwelt where half-lights reignAnd stopped our ears with dust • ^ '

Our souls are black with the smut of gainConfused with the din of lust.

Wh u n''i"y'*"=
Orphean lyre,

AnH .^1^ »^" "' ^^^y '° 'he magical LandAnd the Home of Heart's Desire?

(H) — Andante Tranquillo

fHEN my soul sang soft :—
Behold our waiting eyes have seenA world not found by Earth's rude chartA Land where Beauty walks serene

'

In lovehest liveries of Art.

Hal'^'^"" ''f*'^"
^"^'^ dissonance

fv nn K*^
'"'"'^^ '° wonder-chordsBy one who wore the countenanceAnd royal mien of Music's lords.

A sovereign of the sovereign Art —A monarch of the realm of Tone —He led us to the heights apart,And left us ravished — but alone!

W
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CLAUDE DEBUSSY
On Hearing His ' L'Aprts-midi d'un Paune.'

I ^.^^° ""'^ **y- ' ^°8. long has Pan been dead.
The mystic music of his pipes for aye

' Is gone, and, with their silence, that dream-play
' Of moods of ancient men, which in them bred
' A pagan peace, and over Nature shed
' The beauty of a superworld and day.

^
Now dull is Life, and Earth turned ashen gray

' In grief for magic joys forever fled '.

And I replied: ' Nay, nay; now liveth one
' Whose music— strange, remote, unearthly, rare,

—

* Is weird as light in glades that veil the sun,
' And soft as foam, fragile as gossamer.
' In him the ancient god re-lives as man —

•

' DEBUSSY, tone-symbolist — the modem Pan!

'



JULIA MARLOWE
Greatest Living Interpreter of Shakesperean Feminine

Characters.

1888-1920

» «- /uu. Marlowe. ^o^^kis^^^^^T^^ZSt^t^

^ ^wlfn'sZf"' °^T Shakespere-s mind,

P^™ b" ^°"^^'l"'
embodimc'^t *™'"'

i'ass, one by one, before our eyes agkin -Divmely real, and nobly eloquent!

In retrospect we view the stretch of years

letll r/ '^"'"^"S °f y°" perfectTrt

Vour due. "'wTt ^rnX^t^ ^S'And on your head the Victress" cro'wn o'f Jold-

ei
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CANADIAN PORTRAITS

JOHN BOYD
Journalist: Publicist: Poet.

A Verbal Portrait Penned on the Back of a Photograph of the Subject.

REHOLD him!— every inch a Man! Large frame,
Firm-knit; limbed like an ancient warrior-Gael

Whose foes fall prone as grain before the hail;

Head boldly poised to front Life's puissant game;
Serene blue eyes that, calm and clear, proclaim
Him friend to all who love their human kin,

Or, flashing forth, betray the wrath within
At bigotry that fires the racial flame;

High, rounded brow, mild lips, small shapely hand
That show the waiting Poet who has conned
The face of Beauty — Love's twin vagabond —
And, ravished, roves her haunts, on sea, on land.
Behold John Boyd — true-bred Canadian,
Who stands four-square— and every inch a Man!



BEL CANTO
To Christie MacDonald: Prima Donna inThe Spnng Maid and other Light Operas.

' We were playmates ~ you and I '- Old Song

HOW Kke the winsome warblers of the SpringYou seem when lilting merrily and sweetAs ,f you were the throstle or the larkCome forth, impelled for sheerest joy. to meetThe rosea e Dawn above the fleeing darkAnd wake the Morn with happy heralding.

I watched you in your childhood. Debonair

Ar^vuf^
fi'-st flowers that deck the gladsome MavAnd hghtly as the gayest linnet sings

^'

/ou tolled forth free, infectious carolings.
Bhthe were you then - but now more blithe and fair.

In all these passing years 'twas my poor partTo fashion words that chronicle the swayOf Circumstance - but yours, with artless art.

And show them Joy in life eclipsing WrongWith your arch Witcheries and dulcet Song!
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A MOHAWK
Patiline Johnson (' Tekahd

the Happy Hun:

• \RBLER
. .nrake '), Who Joined
March 7, 1913

J^ONE flute-voiced Lyrist, whose pure poesy
Is free and artless as the avian lays

Heard in Canadian woods in April days
When bird calls bird in clear antiphony,
Can litanies from one, your debtor, swell
The praise with which the world exalts your name.
Or add new glory to the fadeless fame
Won long ago by your poetic spell?

Nay, Mohawk Warbler, I must choose, content.
The better part. Unfit to be your peer
I listen to your lyric speech, and hear
Your magic music from the leafy lawns
Where I, transported by your ravishment.
Dream peaceful dusks, and greet ecstatic dawns.



JOHN READE
Flos Poetarum Canadensium Decusque.

1839-1920

and kind tTien!Tyl^°^Sii^f'^^'!^^'\;. «»"?« and exquisite po^

RARE Melodist - whose last days, cadencing
In music only God's rapt Minstrels hearWere solaced and sustained by holy cheerFrom memories the revenant hours rebring —

You first, m your pellucid poet's art
Disclosed to us - the Later Lyric Band -
Or haunts the warded chambers of the heart.

Lo one has brought us news - ah, bitter news'-That you are dead, and we shall hear no moreYour hnnets lilting from the avenues
Uf love, romance, and chivalry of yore
Nay, Friend of Poets, we hear you singing yetAnd with the Dead-Who-Live your placei^set!
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JAMES PITT MABEE
Ceased his labors for Good Citizenship,

and passed, May 6, 1912

JJOW long, O Lord, how long, shall Faith beget
the world's great paradox—faith slain by trust

Too absolute, and love be downward thrust
Into the vengeful vortex of regret ?

Abashed we stand before the scomers' brood,
Whom thou has left to mock us with despair.
Thou takest those who made our earth more fair
By righteousness and wise solicitude.

Behold one lieth now—in death's despite

—

Whose deeds for thine own faithful were a star
That beaconed: ' Come, friends, yonder looms the

height;
' Begin we well; and though the way be far,
' Who girds himself undaunted, self-controlled,
' Shall stand before all men enaureoled '.

M



MULTUM DILEXIT

Of Chnst s Forlorn Little Ones.

WHEN Death appoints to meet your dearest fri«,^

'"•^Sr:if^-^--l;;-f-^.
Forbear to speak thus when you stand besideThe greenly.fronded sepulchre, new-madeOf h.m whose soul's habiliments there bide '

And only what is finite there is laid -
Within Its lowly, last arcade.

For all the infinite, the Mind, the Soul
Of Good and Lovingkindness that were he

While Time rolls on perennially.

Of him say not: ' Forever dead!- farewellf
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ALLAN POLLOK
Dei Minister Fidus: Naturae Comes Studiosus.

Natus, October 19, 1829
Transitus in pacem, July 7, 1918

I

To the mind and character of Allan PoUok all that was peculiar to the imagined
Greek moral quality ' Kalokagathia ' could be justly applied. We have no
epithet which quite expresses the Greek idea, except the phrase ' great-and-
good '. Some men are great ; some men are good ; seldom appears a man who
IS both in one quality—great-and-good. Allan Pollok loved God. He
achieved great things for his Church. He was the friend of sinners, of
the outcast, and of forlorn children. He was pious companion of Nature, and
loved especially the beauty of October, the month of his nativity.— J. D. L.

yVHAT grace October days were wont to bring
To me when I, sequestered pensively

Within the Magic House of Revery,
Spent favored hours in conjured visiting

With you, Beloved Friend, now passed from sight;
Or when we fared together to behold
The earthly glories of the carmined wold
Suffused with God's illimitable light!

Such thoughts, Dear Vanished Friend, arise in me
When I observe that rare October's here
In rose-and-gold. Alas, its witchery
Has lost its wonted sweet, peculiar graces —
Since I await no more your call of cheer,
Nor walk with you to Beauty's trysting places.



THE IMMORTAL LEADER
Joseph Howe: ' Integer Civis: Justitiae
Judex: Dicendi Peritus: VirProbus'

another, such as • Po^tlf^'S • vI^Vi^^^^'T ^houldkve'incTuded
poefcal g,fts are dgnalired. gen^cal^!^^S^f ^^^f,

g^bl^ Howe'.

I shall not pass as he passed,- aureoled

Become, as he, the patriot's cynosure.

Yet standing on this famed and storied spot.I sense h>s sp.nt in the sculptured guiseW h,s calm, godlike brow, his vatic eyes,His hps that uttered deed-compelling thought,-

And, awed, I bow in humble fealtyAnd crave, with secret hope, his benison.

Th!V • 1!f^ V^"'^ ^^^P- ""swerving, oAThe heights of thought, and speech, and poesy.

I cannot live his sacrificial days

YeT wfllVh^^^v ^' ^^- ^'^ '*"^«"«<1 brow;

And tread, with him as guide, Life's larger ways
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THE INCOMPARABLE STATESMAN
Sir Wilfrid Laurier: Flos Rerum Civitatis
Gubematorum et Oratorum Canadensium.

Occasional Verses originally published on the 75th anniversary (Nov. 20,
1916) of the late Sir Wilfrid Laurier's nativity. The year 1916 was also Sir
Wilfrid's 42 year in parliament. The verses are now republished as a Spiritual
Portrait of a great and good man, who will be lon»; remembered tor his wise
statesmanship and his noble, self-sacrificing patriotism.—J. D. L.

To My Uncle, David Logan

Turn, pietate gravem ac mentis et forte virum quem
Conspexere, silent, arrectisque auribus adstant;
lUe regit dictis animos, et pectora mulctet.

Vergil, Aenia, Bk. I, Lines 151-153*

^S IN an Alpine range there stands apart
One mountain-peak, whose snow-capped head.

Straight sun-ward flung, looms loftiest

Among the illimitable rest

Of purple pinnacles, sublime and dread.
And from whose fadeless crest — dim-seen.
Immaculate and serene—
Shafts of glory in swift profusion dart,

Subdue the senses and hush the heart

;

So in that far-famed Legislative Hall
Which crowns the heights of Canad's Capital,
Stood LAURIER these many, many years.
Alone in statecraft and in gifts of noble speech,
Clear as clarions that reach
Ears deafened by disloyal doubts and by unpatriot fears —
So stood he self-controlled, out-topping all his colleagues there.
Audacious, with the Seer's occult, sure, and rare
Clairvoyance of the Future that triumphantly shall be,

And, with the Prophet's tongue for poignant eloquence,
He read the horoscope of those man-caused events
That issued duly in a worthier Democracy.

TO



And he remains what long he was

^'^"cause:'"''
^''""^ '^' ^™*"^" °^ ^'' P'«"'="«« -"d Ws

Serene, unmoved amid all dissonance
Uf legislative strife, he harks and waits
Viewing, with inward calm, the surge of petty hates;Ur, soon as time brings round his own inevitable chanceHe nses, reverent and grave,

v.uaiice,

Alft'ur;!*!'nT'"r'"°^/Pu^^'''
commands the rude conclave-All turn to heed

; and they who mark him now

aIa^ il^
'lea'^Wess star of statesmanship upon his browAnd deathless too shall be

f t~ ' "^ "row.

His mind, and name, and patriot loyaltv
For when at last

'

He shall have passed,

wJl^"" °° '"°^^.' ^°'^''^'- '"^"> n"-- P^^ce. nor clime.Succeeding generations still shall hear

.^^"^T^i'*""" ^^^ temple-aisles of Time:-
HEJIAD COMPATRIOTS, B UT NO COMPEER \

*Then should some man of worth appear
}*^ose slatnUss virtue aU revere.
Ikei, hush thty hist; his clear voite rules
I heir rebel vnU, their anger cools.

—Trans, by Conington
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THE ABSENT LEADER
Sir Wilfrid Laurier: Transitus in pacem,

February 17, 1919

To William E. Donovan.

/JOD of our Country's strong, courageous Pioneers,
Hast Thou laid up against ns as unpardonable sin

That we beheld the Light Thou set'st before us many years
And, conscience-stifled by the clash of race and creed, refused

to gage

The mission and the worth of him who, ere Death closed his
lips, had been

Our noblest Seer, Prophet, Statesman, Sage —
Our white-walled Tower of Truth and Sword of Living Flame

—

All these in one, and always with a single patriot aim!

Now, for our folly Thou hast turned Thy face from us, O
Lord,

Else why have we no Helper in these days of direst need?
Lo, since our Light and Leader left us. Race and Class and

Creed
Have burst the bonds that once assured a diverse people

safe concord.

And only Mad King Anarchy is monarch of our hapless Land.
The raucous roll of Discord's drums resounds on every hand

;

And, clamoring more stridently than vultures over carrion-
prey,

Race, Class, and Party welter in their nation-shaking fray,
The while on farm, in factory, in mine, in mart, we hourly hear
The scorning of the Plunderer, the mirthless laughter of the

Profiteer.

But in those Halls where oft Great Laurier spoke the saving
word,

Only the senseless, futile gibberings of obese hirelings are
heard.
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rt^r\^'f^u^^^°i^^ "P°" *''« f"™*" °f the Halls ElysianClear-eyed. bnght-browed, serenely wise, before his greScompeers — fi*^cn,

Athenian Pericles, and Roman Cicero, and English KttGladstone, and Bright — ^"K"sn tmt,

^*"'yea^^-^
^'''°" °* ^^^" """P'"' *'''°"8'' "'^^ troublous

And they expectant, scan the white-wraith Vision,And deeply dnnk the wonderful delight
Of eloquence from his clear-cleaving lips - swift words that

Like^silver streams which spill from limpid fountains of the

God of our Fathers, still our own God be

neTd^
"' °"^' '''" "''^' *° "^*'^'' ^^^^^ ^^y^ °^ °"^ dire

'^'"iedVgacJ"-'
'°"'' "^^ '"""^ °" ^^^^"^' "^^^ ""equal-

?"orH T/f*^ Land become the prey of Discord and of Greed.

Onr A1^
''eeP^. deep-stirred by our impending awful fate-Our dread, precanous, self-willed plight —

flihi'
'^'"'' ^°' °"' "^^^Pe^^te need, by swift miraculous

Descend to our lorn Land again,
And be made fully incarnate.
To live once more our only Master over menTo sound the call of Wisdom, loud and clearAnd raise the Standard of the Right, afar and near.

The npl'l^-T"* ^"°'''r
^''° =''^" ^^' == Laurier. to his age.The people s Sovereign, Statesman, Prophet, Seer, and Sage--

In Li '"^""^ l°r' °^ ^^"''^ ^"^ Sword of Living FlameAll these in one, and always with a single patriot aim!
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POSTLUDE

i!:1

PARADOX

gRE I have lived, and wrought, sufficient time
To crown my work — and earn the right to die,

The World will thus deride my name and rime:

—

' Poor dupe! He thinks his songs ring heaven-high;

I

They are as crackling sparks that briefly fly
' And cease; and shall be quite unheralded

' When he is dead!"

IF truly I achieve but merest noise,
Loud rimer and rude rimes must wholly die.
But I've a soft-voiced self; and it employs
A music milder than a muffled sigh —
A music made of Love's heart-beats — whereby
I still shall live, loved and remembered,

When I am dead.

•For L. V. L.

Haec carmina loannes poeta umbrati.s contexuit, quae
ad Domnulam Animosam habitantem domicilium

amoenum et hospitale in Via Reginamisit, ut r ,

earn oblectet colatque. /
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AN ESSAY:
CHRIST AS POET
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CHRIS! iS POET
An Essay in Literacy Psychology and Appreciation.

gAINT MATTHEW was the "Boswell" of Christ- P.r

If not accused ot irreverence, I shall be charged with wriHnt

^t^rs'and ev"en ^^^71^%"^^ *^" ^^e other Syno?^^^:

To£¥T T- -
'«'*-'^' ^of the ^s^^liJoswell s for Johnson, and 'hung on' the Master'r^or^. lu

ToMient H,sh„ C„t,d.m'^or „„ In I.l»r.„'critld™



as such. Rather, it is conceived as, to use Pater's term an
Appreciation

,
belonging to the department of belles-ltttres.

htill, It will contain elements of literary history and criticism
and, as I think, some novel orientating of the differentiae of
prose (rhetorical and rhythmical), poetry, and vers libre
Keally, however, the primary aim of the essay is to show forth
that the true Poet who is earth-bom, is kin to Him who was
Poet as well as Prophet and Preacher; that, in short, on the
genius and function of the authentic modem Poet (if he is
true to his genius and function) is the imprimatur of Him who
spake as never man spake.

In an 'Appreciation' of the genius of Christ, there can be
no problems—no Synoptic Problems or other problems ofNew Testament Higher Criticism. Any one who has been a
student of the Homeric Problem, or of the Platonic Problem

?l ? P'*^-.
Testament Problems in Higher Criticism, knows

that the oynoptic Problem—the dates, authorship, genuine-
ness and authenticity of the Gospels—are sui generis, so far
as conclusiveness in settling these questions is concerned-
the more one investigates, the more does one find the inquiry
become fatuous and futile; one only gets farther and farther
away from true knowledge, and even from justifiable opinion
and ends in hopeless confusion. Still, there are certain a
Pl*<>"P"""Pies which must be accepted before the text of
the Matthean Gospel can be employed as material or data
from which to construe a literary appreciation of the poetic
genius of Christ.

First, paradoxically, the very death of Christ is proof
that his epoch was nfe with ideas, or, rather, expectancies
cf the fulfilment of the Messianic hopes expressed in the
literature of the ancient Hebrews. Thr, probability a priori
is that the epoch of Christ, in which, as ardently wished for
and expected, was to be fulfilled the hopes expressed in the
beautiful, noble, and exalting Prophecies and Psalms of the
ancient Hebrews, should have a literature—the 'Life' and
Sayings of Jesus—quite as poetical, as beautiful in matter
and form, as that of the anterior ages in Hebraic culture and
civilization: the Literature of the Realization of Hope would
be as lovely as was that of the Spiritual Desire and Hope
themselves.

Now, this a priori probability must have its own a
prtort grounds to make it more than antecedently plausible

78



wLWet™:' wo^rd':^;;L'Af;''L^il-' - ^he Messiah.
Prophet. Preacher. and"S«'^'crothe H^""'"'*

"'' ''^
greatest to be given to the worM '

in k
"" message—tlie

consistent with the spUualdkn'n'voJrJ'" '^^^^ 1°' °"'y
made lovely or winnm? or rn^I^i.r ^ message, but also
means of ;irfectTd huLn TZ^tf^%°: ^''}^'"« ^y «" the
poetical art; and, thar seionrtlv ' r^^^li?"^^

rhetorical and
given, would be reported in writt^^n ?"'V\""''^''^*'' "'^''^
so profound an enthusia^ ?nr .hi fP*«<=h by one who had
message, and who w^ Hm/„u ""?"" f"^ f°™ °f Christ's
ancient Hebrew lHer^?tre?nd 1 '"-ij 5

'='°=^ ='"'^«"t of the
poetically, thaT hew^ld fafth7ul1v*r''

>" expressing hi„,self

angua/he wrote, ThL1h^''Am^aic''o?*'G;eer
"'"*^"^'

transcript of Christ's words ;T.%ntV;!
°';^<jreek. an exact

other tCTms, the ^ounTs to ZSu^t TJ*^ ^"'^ f°™- I"
that the Go-pel literature wo^.mk"^' ^^°^^ investigation,

noble, and exalt ng a
"
he aniLt Hehf^^'^

as oeautiful.'

psalms, that is to sat « ^""^"t Hebraic prophecies and
literature are fi°tthafbv inV' "?" ^''^ Testament
realization of the spiritual di^nitvfnJ

•^^"'"'' training, and
Christ would beco^a PoeranrexteTffims h''

'"'=^"'^'^'

and. secondly, that amonest n,^ u '^ ^"""^^'f "= a Poet;
one who. to use our anafhrol^L T^"^''"^

"'«™ ^°"ld be
enthusiasm for the mfnd and 'o^' 2'°"/r.T*.''

* ^ ''^e'han
find sense of poetic beauty, and wlfable to eSn> " •

''^? ^
he wrote, whether in rvri,^-,i^i •

""P''-'>"' ' what
translation.

°"^'"^' composition or in faithful

proba1:iylH;"woS!ri^herii" the"'''^7°';
''}'''' """'^ than

immemorially poetol both i.fi,^^^.'^*' 5'^*' °f Hi^ ''«=«.

over, Christ was a scior? of th. H ^^' and speech. More-
poetical traditions of h[s rl™.?

"°"'^ °^ ^^^'<1' ^nd the
a /T.Wi probaW^nirt of hT»^

ancestors would be-it is

ther. conscious t^HJ wo f
education in the home. Fur-

that day when His mother th"^ m' ^'^'*°°<J. even before
the Child Jesus 'disputing'" with thn^'^J''?'"' ^'^eovered
and He answeredR "h' "Wst ye nS^tZ^r'"

t\\Ten.pIe.
My Father's business?" \.r^^- ^ r

'"^^ ^ "^^^t be about
hood that He hadTsnlciaTandni?"' ^™",?'^ ^^''«=t '^hild-

Priest. and King. IneSlv Christ"" m ^T°'' ^' P^°Phet.
Himself With ^^^^^^t^^^^^^^,^^^
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literature—the prophecies and the psalms; and thus, as it
were, from childhood breathing the very breath of the poetry
of the Hebrew Scriptures, would, when He Himself spoke,
not only reproduce the thought or matter of the Hebraic
prophets and lyrists, but also clothe His own words in the
very form of the great masters of prophetic and lyrical
literature. Finally, it is highly probable a priori—indeed
it is practically certain—that when Christ essayed explicitly

- to train His disciples and to leach the people, instinctively
He would adopt the method of the great Hebraic teachers of
morals, the great preachers and prophets of His race, who were
also poets, or would be acute psychologist enough independ-
ently to apply a method of teaching and preaching that would
impress the minds and imaginations of His disciples and the
people who heard Him. That is to say, it is to be expected,
on our part, that Christ would deliver His message and doc-
trine in a form and manner that would compel what He said
to impress the minds and hearts of His hearers so as to make
it all as readily retained as it was attentively heard and ab-
sorbingly rei,eivjd; and this form would, for the most part,
naturally be gnomic, rhythmical and poetical, after the height-
ened manner and impassioned expression of the Hebrew
moralists, seers, prophets, and lyrists. In sum: the a priori
probability is that Christ, by inheritance of racial genius, by
training in family tradition, by self-cultivation in 'the classics'
of ancient literature (prophecy and poetry), and by pedagogi-
cal instinct or acumen, as well as by realizing the value of the
traditional method of the great teachers of the Hebrew
people, would necessarily become a Poet and express Himself
as a Poet. Nature, racial history, education, and unique and
holy office would combine to compel Christ to speak with the
beauty and impassioned utterance which is the essential
manner of the supreme Poet.

As to St. Matthew, or the author of the Matthean
Gospel: internal evidence from the text goes to prove that
he was most passionately Hebraic in his sense of the Messianic
character and function of Christ; that he was a 'close student'
of the Hebrew Scriptures, especially of the Messianic litera-
ture; that he had his mind and heart packed with 'the beau-
ties' of Hebrew prophecy and poetry; that more than any
other of the Evangelists, not even excepting James, the so-
called "brother" of Christ, and St. John (of the Apocalypse),



erudition. anTrev^rei^ce fo "itLf!"'"'/
'""^'«/f'. scriptural

especially or DeculfJrIv fitVfi t ^^
^""^ ^""^ ^o"" veracity,

tru'est e^p^LsTo^n^^'borh*" he mat't'ef'liT^th
''' ""''''' ^"^

poetic beauty—of Christ'fH;^
and the manner—the

spoke in the ArmaPc tongue °""'' '"'' '•'«'''' ^^^<^^ ^e

to th?4Tot'r 'tat is 'tVori^.K^ f ''!= "'«'' -"^^ ''^ ^«-ed
ing considSns wWch°r?e*ard TT^{ ^^ theioUow.

ro^rn%r8{d-&rniy^^^^^^
in this Gospel as?nXTe*o^fst' Mar" and sTluke"' 'I'^T
intn"sXtVkX^^Tu?^^^^^^^^

^th^^m'ofl lit&et t^thHr'^^^ ^'^^^

stance and ooetieal hpanM, ;ff r-u -^t jF ^"° form, the sub-

and words. In^hs Greek rn!Li"^'"u^'„^'"^"^''= t^-o^ghts

truly realize ChJl^^^l.^op^rPrTactr'i-ant ptl?^^
^-^
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r..^ L see Chnst as the actual Creative Poet requires on thepart of readers of the New Testament the ability to see and
ind thfJ"''^7K''r"'

a"d beauty of the Matthean Gospeland this cannot be done with nicety by any one who ha^ nnt .knowledge of the formal structural principles (such a! oarll

it't"^ T}^T- 1"^ ""'"\^) «"'' "^e ^P««=> laws oKrewpoetry, and who has not the ability to read the Greek tex^

li''l^n?vf'
""'' *° ^'"'°'"'' '" the 'running- text whfchg^ves .t all the appearance of prose, the parts thit are polticalin form and those that are poetical in vision and imagedThese parts, which are not discoverable by the uni^tilSd'trV ^^^ Englished versions (Douay or King JaS „fthe New Testament are, however, nicely disengaVd an^ \?!ticulated in such 'literary arrangements' of thi Englishedversions as Moulton's''Modem Readers' Bible", orSay's"Literature of the New Testament", or Moffat's "Np™Translation of the New Testament." I may b^ able to afs^sTthe English lay reader to appreciate the latent as well as the

,r,^F^^^^
appears, by implication, as a Poet, by His emplov-

OIHtI"^"^. ""'?'"""'" ^'T t*"^ P°«t'=^' literature of theOld Testament. I cannot here explain and illustrate th^pnnaples of Hebrew rhetorical prose and of poe ry But to

ihvi."^
'*'

'^^^tl' ^^,^ '^" ""'"' *h« «'«'"«"*= of metre andriiyme even in the 'literary arrangements' of the quotedHebraic poetry in the EngUsh translation of th-, Greek NewTestament, I may point out that the nearest modem aJ^

Sn^?'" -^^i^^.
*°"'"*' '*"^^t"'-^ °^ architectureTSTbrew

wfLlt-'^''
'verse-paragraph' in what is known to-day al^ll^bre (free verse). Now, ust as order is the first law

mir^f^o?' •" '^' °'i^'
^'""''•'' ^^"«'' 'hythm the"hythmical grouping of spoken or written words, is the first law ofhuman speech. It is a psychological necessity. In mpulse

tht^r^'fr°^'''^
'' the conscious organizing of speech inZhy!

thfH»f f°"P!f?=' «."*'«'•
^°r

it^ own sake, or for the sake ofthe delight and joy in creating the beauty in it. In impulseand aim, prose is the conscious organizing of speech intopractical groupings, which may be rhythmical and'^beaut "ul

r„^-?^nA\*"'
«"'i""rl'yth?'ical. Now, it all depends on themood of the speaker or writer, and w:iether he aims to com-muuicate a practical idea or fact, or to awake a senttoeS



prose. which i/^^entia y poX "uX"' V*/^''™"'that, n obedience to th^iLt?^.'^' ."^" ^ ^*<=*' however,
rhythmical, rS^Uim^offrW^^^^ ''P««'='' t° be
So that the ideal T/p^se s not L 1^*"" °", ^^^ '"«^<«t prose,
approach it in rhyXlKl^cVol'^'^"'" ^^^^^^ '>""°

stance The'-^ "nin'/^^°e'%,*ii«°i ^^^^^^ - take, for in-

eth;^or i.pose^oT^Ce^Vr tr^i^/.^^/S;
How beautiful
Upon the mountains
Are the feet

Wt,!!'" ^^2 •'.""geth good tidings.Who pubhsheth peace,
^

Who saith unto Zion,
Thy God reigneth

tX'l'fhe^'^tlrVrh'e^m'wa*'^ T"^- *"« ^^ "^ the
poetry; and it i^kes no M^J^ ^T'^^ "°^ the words are
as rh^hmical ^rosl^o^af^IJe'^thf/'?. ^« ^^arded
are in mood, imaeerv rhvth,« ! a \ i"^.

t™th is that they
Moreover, I must point out th»f .T'"''^

indubitably poetry^
such, and not realfv ?hvthn,^^ff

*^^^ *^^ ^'*^'«' P°«try as
For they were net composed fnt^^^ °' ^^^° '^'«« '^''^e'-

poetic mood; and 'frLS f .^.^..if
'°'^ '"?'"' ^"t in the

prose in irregular 1 nS tL f.nT f T^^ *''^" rhythmical
line, but something afcin to thri* °^.,^''^^ ^*'"««' '^ °°t the
odes; and its rh/thm and ^^10^"'"' °^ *''* ^^^^^ ^''"ral

natural-the ine^taWp rh,^? ^^ /""^ "°t artificial, but
human speech, an^'"si?free^bvth."'^

melody inherent in
Still, as I said and hold for the fLi-T""'"! "^J*"^

^^'=«^-
will convey most aDDroiimltlv ^u^u^*" ^^^^" ^'^e verse'
Hebrew poet^ as we^et Tt in^/''^

''**"ty and charm of
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Nature, His love and singular appreciation of the spiritual
meaning of little children and of the heart of woman. His
abundant use of picturesque similes and original metaphors.
His immortal parables. His power of pathetic, almost tragic,
apostrophe, the peculiarly oracular quality and form of His
maxims of essential Christianity, and ' ow almost constantly,
or at least when not merely conversing or merely explai....ig.
He casts His discourses and sayings, even with regard to the
lowliest of things, into the formal structure of traditional Heb-
rew poetry. In short, we can readily observe Christ, as it

were, at work exercising the sense and the faculty of the Poet,
employing the material of poetry, and applying the technical
craftsmanship of the authentic poet who possesses the artistic
conscience. It is an easy matter briefly to illustrate all this.

In the perception of Nature Christ's mind is richly
pictorial; He has the poet's eye for color; He knows the field
flowers of His native land, and loves their glorious beauty.
Christ is a nature-painter with words. A remarkable in-
stance of this quality of His poetic genius is found in the
familiar verses from St. Matthew's Gospel, VI., 28-29:

Consider the lillies of the field, how they grow;
They toil not, neither do they spin;
And yet I say uni,o you,
That not even Solomon in all his glory
Was arrayed like one of these.

On the hills of Nazareth, where Christ spent His boyhood,
grows a species of lily which travellers who botanized in the
Holy Land tell us possesses a dark color akin to royal purple,
and is incomparably beautiful; also native to the same dis-
trict is the anemone coronaria, a species of wind-flower of
gorgeous bloor-.. Either one of these field flowers would
make a lasting impression on the senses and imagination of a
boy naturally gifted with the poet's appreciation of color or
beauty in Nature. Christ, like the poet, first draws on His
past experience of color in Nature, and, next, attempts to
wake in the imaginations of His audience His own apprecia-
tion of the beauty of flowers by an extraordinary double
use of color-pictures: the color-beauty of certain field flowers
outdoing the gorgeousness of King's raiment. In fancy the
audience would form, with the most vivid realization, two
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pictures of color-objects—the dewy, dark-violet of the lily
on the hills of Nazareth, and the glory of the royal robes.
Ihe vividness of Christ's wcrd-painting would be enhanced for
His audience by His use of a verb-form which does not appear
in the English translation, namely, "was not arrayed like one
of these

;
for the Greek verb-form in the text of the Matthean

Gospel is m what is known as the "middle voice", and this
middle voice form would cause in the minds of Christ's
audience the picture of the great King meticuously selecting
and arraying himself" (middle voice action) in the most
gorgeously colored robes that the art of the dyer could pro-
duce. And yet, says Christ, who had the poet's natural eye
for color, which His audience had not, Solomon, with the aid
of the toilers, spinners, weavers, and dyers, all of them the
best in the land, could not apparel himself with the glory of
color with which God and Nature have painted the little
lowly, unconcerned flowers of the field.

„, .^" P^. ""atter of those color appreciations on the part of
Chnst, it is worth while to note that the gems mentioned in
the Gospels are pearis, and that these are mentioned only byChnst and only twice. I consider this as additional proof
that Chnst had a special eye for color-beauty in Nature- for
while all other gems are artificially made beautiful, pearlscome from Nature (the womb of the crustacean artificer)
perfect m beauty of form and immaculately lovely in sheenWas it not the peari that Gray particulariy had in mind as
the loveUest of gems to the pictorial imagination when he
wrote

—

Full many a gem of purest ray serene.
The dark unfathom'd caves of Ocean bear?

Surely! And Christ anticipates Gray, in the possession of a
specially sensitive and appreciative eye for beauty of color
in Nature. If anyone objects that the 'color' of the peari is
not really a color, I refer him to the occasion that gave toHebrew literature and thence to out own, the illuminating
word "shibboleth" (O. T., Judges XIII, 4-6).

Chnst's power to invent vivid, striking, picturesque
similes and metaphors, as well as unique, compelling, illumina-
ting parables, IS anotiier faculty and expression of His creative
poetic gemus. Only a poet could originate so vivid a metaphor
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"U^j 'li

neither by heaven for it is tL t^
""'° '^^- ^'^^^

earth, for it is H^ ootstoor!^ p/rVl,*^"''' "°^ ''y '^e
of the underworld today has Chri,t^= -^'^' ^^^" ">« ='a"g
first instance, both as a noun .nH

''"'"^ metaphor, in thi
said, •! spotied him with mv hfmn • ^ ^^'''' *" "''=" '' «
with my eyes", or "j WeTtheT ""^^"'^^ "^ ^^^ ^m
policeman, with my ey"s •' ChriX ' ""'^"J°«

^^ ^^'^ '^e
poetically sublime, because it pk?"res to'thr"*

"•"'^'?*"'^ '^

vastness of the Universe anrttfij^B I ^"® 'magmation the
the littleness of mi^ It prese„

"
to thf'^'"?^ °^ ^°^ """^

in a twinkling of vision th» r ^ ?'°''^' imagination.
Only a genuine poet es^en;,-,!!

^""l^i^hes and Eternities
the imiortarpTrables of Ch'risro;''H-'°"',f

^^"^ '"™"t«d
such great moralists poetically visLed' f^^f^""^'

^^""
Plato and Marcus AureLs had to l»t»Tk ' ^^^^ "^"^^ ^^
pages to point the trath in n»™Ki % '^^ cpmpass of many
failed to achieve wh^tChr?,??^'

and similitudes, and then
sentences thft LI comDrehentfh?T'''ilf"^ ^^'^ ^ ^""^ ^^ort
It was impossible for Plato to cnll»''/^\'"''"' °^ ^ '^>'"'l.

short compass, as dTd Christ for i^J ™"'-'° J"<=""«ly. in
"The Pearl of Great Price" /nH«"''^"''f'

'" ^^^ Pa'-aWe of
ancient or modem has achieved a fhorf^T"'"'

°^ ^'="°"'
concise, and as dramatir »nJ Jn. • i?"^'

^^°''y ^^ simple.

and yl" most' poYgVanUy ^pVtS'LTf *T^"'^/-''-'most simple and familiar siJ^tjf,,]!'- ^Pft.^P^e. under the
quote Christ's heaTbroLT»r.' u

^" '''"'ature, I should
lament over its unhappy fate^'°'"''

*° "'^ ""'^ ^'^^ ^"l

in the\"mei;.T;itTSS'"^r'"r -<1 t-^-ness
brood under her wT^," a,^ fl f ' ,

^' ^ ''^" gathereth herwings
,
and the forlorn sorrow in the phrase



"and you would not", made nore moving in the Greek text

thus the Idea that the whole people of Jerusalem werehardened m their hearts to reject Christ-His ™ry own plo!

fo 'th\'m^^?h ?r"' ""*! ''?'*uP°°'' =" ^«»'"=' Hfm^ho came
Ki^!^A

'.^ the gospel of the Way of Life and of the NewKmgdom of God on earth. Rather, however note th^movmB power of the pathetic r...<era/.<,», "O Je?S^lem

eirivThp- :ij°'^^'"'^l
?f .heart-broken emotionTto betelt by the reader in Chnsfs apostrophe. It is a "crv" <fe

r-t^v-'rfi?'*.^'';^'' °'"=^^«."^" *"™= '° re-iteration to utt^
de^ZLjj "^r"^";

^' ?^ •^.'4 *" *''^°'"te loneliness and in

Hif f«? °J ?"' ^\^ 'P'"*' ''''«" He died, calling, inHis last words from the Cross on Calvary to an unanswenng universe
v.a.v<iry, to an un-

Eli, Eli lema Sabacthani!—My GodMy God, why hast thou forsaken me?

IL'^;^";}^ "f^^- '"
J*"''

eonnection, that the word "sabac-

.aT. ^^,
Aramaic form, and, to the understanding reader

a^ivT^'P-?'T"7 *° *^= *'^Sic pathos of Christ's dying

hfs ^n?L?r'= ^°' *™"?^"^ ^^^ ^''"^'^ childhood speech^his mother-tongue; and now, dying, not the HeUenisticGreek of the day, but the speech that He learned, as acii d
th. hM^f '"°*i'^'"'

'''^?'e=?e<i Virgin, comes to His tongue fromthe hidden, deep wells of His sub-conscious being Reverb

iWs o7air;w '^^ ^P°J^^°Phe to Jerusalem, I submit that

nn,v„,^f, ' '" P"^*"" e'tP'-ession of humanly tenderpoignantly moving emotion, Christ was a master of genuine

It is hardly necessary for me to elaborate what must beobvious and familiar to anyone who knows the text of thi

r^anrH?" \"?/''^ Other Gospels-namsly, Christ's tende?

hit.
f""- children and His respect for and high sense of thibeauty and nobility of the spirit of woman. Still, I musiobserve that the innate sense of the value of the Imperfectthe respect for weak and growing things, such as chfldren;and the sensitive appreciation of the loveliness of the souand spirit of woman, is a distinct mark of poetic facultvIt IS a ready but valid induction that all poets have beeninspired by these three:-the winsome beauty of field flowers
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Suffer little children to come unto me,
For of such is the Kingdom of Heaven.

tender respect for woman, even for the forfo™ ^t% ""

not lei cease, TsfspTrituT. 'plfenornrbV" ufeT' "^lor^over, Chrtst's own ideals were feminiZ &. J ry ,.°^^

gation of the form and aualitv of Hf/^fo
Investi-
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of°H.'hr^t^''- ^ff" f'riefly illustrate. First, for an exampleof Hebraic parallel relation, consider Matthew, VIiTT-
Give not that which is holy unto does
Neither cast ye your pearls before swine.
Lest they trample them under their feet
And, turning upon you, rend you.

tJ,«t I?*..,^"?
""'' ,^^^^. ^°^ "°' perceive the syntacticalthat IS, the logical relation of these lines as they are in the

fofthe^Ch^ ^T.^""^
^""^^ '""^ =™ i" parallel r^at on

reLnon wl •

^"l^
^^^ ^°"^ ^""1 *hird lines are in similar

l^^T- 1 ,y^ """St rearrange the lines logically in our thoueht

tL tJ.H
•"°'^^"'! ^''' ^*'' ^^^ fourth, and the second with

Iv tn th^-^"
order to ascribe the appropriate actions respectTve-ly to the dogs and the swine. Thus

i-cLuve

Give not that which is holy unto dogs,
Lest they (the dogs; turning upon you, rend you-
Neither cast ye your pearis before swine,
(LestJ they (the swine) trample them under their feet.

,r,«„7'^'^i.°''"l °f
P°-''*'*^ '"^'''•" 'S common in the Old Testa-ment particulariy in £cdmai<.V«. and £cd«.W the so-called gnomic or wisdom literature of the Hebrews andChnst must have been well acquainted with thfs Ite^ture

frn,^^""? ^•^?- *''° ?^ "' P*^^'''^^ enlargements ofp"Sfrom Ecdestasiicus, but also Christ's so-called brother StJames, is under many obligations to the same Old Testament

Clim^x^'n°Sry— ''" ''"•' ''• ^ ^" "^'^"^ °^ "^^-^

Ask and it shall be given you-
Seek and ye shall find;
Knock and it shall be opened unto you.

For everyone that asketh, receiveth-And he that seeketh, findeth-
And to him that knocketh, it shall be opened.

Note how this gnomic wisdom poetry is comoosed of

eTk^Tntf and' hT' '
'l,""^'

"'*'' '=<=^°^'"« cS-ask
one-two thrp'/nr^ ^ each line corresponds with each, inone-two-three order m each stanza. The petitions in the



Lord's Prayer for material and spiritual necessities—rf«il„bread, forgiveness of sins, and salvation from t^ftem^S^
ou?sl°nHi;f

"^' '"P'f ''V"l''-
^""^^"^ 'he Load's PrayTis^outstandmg example of the formal correspondence VsJru^°ture, climax, and even rhythm, characteristic of Vh™-poetry, and technically employed by Chrisr

"'^
For unique examples of Hebrew poetical antithesis in

cSr'the folfol-
°" '°

'"""^V-
""-^ °' ='*'^" v^ h Xinconsmer the following passages from St. Matthew X 14 10For antithesis with paradox, consider this—

^^

l"rim»"°\V'^' ^ J^™^ '"."^""^ P«a=e on earth;
X came not to send peace, but the sword
For I came to set a man against his fatherAnd the daughter against her mother.And the daughter-in-law against her mother-in-lawYea. a man s enemies shall be his own household

For climax with refrain, consider this

He that loyeth his father or mother more than meIs not worthy of me. '

He that loyeth son or daughter more than me,IS not worthy of me.

f,°l^^
that taketh not up his cross and foUoweth meis not worthy of me.

reatdred^v r^^'" ^.^^y^^P^ony. and the absolute devotion
II^Za .u^

^''"st •" the Christian life, corresponding to thesecond theme in a symphony-is 'bound together" bv thissubhme antithetic quatrain. With paradox:—
^

He that findeth his life.

Shall lose it;

Q,?1. 5^J'^^' '°^®th his life for me,
ohall find it.
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Fittingly, I fancy, I may brine to a close thew 'Am™
Tr^c^fPX'\^' ^°*'''? " «''-™' oriendngof hetestructure of Chnsfs poetical picture of the Day of Judgmentm Heaven, a picture which, in vividness, impressivene^^^ ^' k"1

«"''>""ity. surpasses anything, in rhetoricalprose, or absolute poetry, imagined by Plato or Mi"ton Imean that section from St, Matthew (XXV, 31-46 whichbegms "And when the Son of Man sbal' .ome in His Tlorvand all the Angels with Him, then shall H. ..it UfZ the throneof His glory; and all the nations shall be gathered before

^f M»'n^^^'^*"?'l.''T'.^''' '^^ '"•^•'^'«' sentence of th. Son
°A^H fhoi^ !^'^'''l•':?^''\'•S"

'•'^ Righteous and the Wicked
mpnt W M^ Ti'^''^

''?^" 8° =*ay into everlasting p -nishment but the righteous, into everlasting life
"

four^art-'^' /'ifth!. f /''^ °^y °' Judgment divKles intotour part... (1), the Introduction—the Son of Man en the

hefnH' ?t "<.1f^^"
^"/•"'^ P^°P'<= °f the nations assen b el

r,!?."
the throne of judgment and sentencing; (2) the

inte ^'''.R^^^""! Responses, and Replies (^ss. 34-4
)and the Passing of Sentence and Awards (vs. 46) The

wZ'jf ii^V'" /'^''•"^ '"*" *"° P^^^"«' sections both ofwhich are formally constructed according to the princix)lesof Hebrew poetry. Each of these sections consists ofTtShne stanza, an announcing of the award, before the Judgegives the reasons therefor and the responses are uttered
^

Ihe first three-line stanza reads

THEN shall the King say to them on His right.Come ye blessed of My Father,
Inherit the kingdom prepared for you froia the

foundation of the world.

This is followed by three stanzas, one, in as-'endinTchmax, stating the Judges's Reasons for the Award thfsecond contain ng the Response of the Righteous and th^third the Reply of the Judge, confirming His Award Thesecond three-line stanza reads
"wara. i he

THEN shall He say to them on His leff
Uepart from me ye accursed
Into everlasting fire prepared for the devil and

nis angels.



f
Happy Award and aXFo^I'^t^'^^I",'^^ " =°"P'«^ "'
both a highly artistic «i,ir^, ^^^- ".''"'^ " indubitably
a vividly improve exam^PJV^

Poet.cal architecture, and
the same time rexempfifiS C?-i<S°f

"^' """^^y- "•>"«• »*
the technical .rin^^C'^sZ^t^^^^n^^Z^.^f
of thrt'^eToet'mT/be' aTwe^d^ '^"^ '""^ "«" °ffi«
Poet. And whoever denies Tr.tl'' P"'?^'"^ *? Christ the
epithet "divide noe.v"m«vK"*•f'""^'''^ ^*"<^'ty °f 'he
instancing t^e p^try of ChLt th^'n'^'^ ''? "^"'""8 ""d
Finally, to thos^Kav ooetrv ?...?'T*

^'*''* '" "°^''''-

of the high office of thTfn,P,f„I^ "i "5° "* ""* conscious
artistic conscience and I soirit^.il""^

who work without an
taken to heart and nrarticJ K.u" "l; '** *''" ""a*'™ be

FINIS
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