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Preface,

Sittinglin a railroad staticn is not, one might think
tue appropriste plece to begin en article on one of
Canvdals greastest poets, But, did not Wilson lircDonald
nimself, tne poet who writes sc much of commonploce thinge
and places, on trainéand when the time and place inspired
nim? Not to sey, that this modest labour is in any way
inspired,but with the help of the poet's own works and a
few of my own feeble ideas, I hope to relate some of the
poet's characteristics and quelities.

The exxly part of my Hign School days geve me the op-
portunity of meeting lir. kiacDenald, Whnile o student at
Gloucester Street convent, the Reverend Sisters of the Con-
gregetion de Notre Deme had erranged for Mr; LizcDonsld to
read nis peetr, for tiae girls attending school there., He
nas given much time to the reading of nis poems and there

are few wno nave not nerrd him recite. Although this

nappened & long time apo and I wes not old enough or perhaps

not literary minded encugn to like poetry in any manner or
form, the poem "li'sieu" left jts imprint on my mind end I
powed in tribute to the man who could make me like poetry

Y ears afterward whenever I neard lir. liacDonald spoken about
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or heard other Canadiecn poets giving their poems to a
patient zudience, these words
"The Ottawa is a dark stream;
The Ottawa is deep.
Greut nille along the Ottawa
Are wrapped in endless =sleep.'
always came back to me, He was a good speaker, full of
vitality and vigour, There was high spirit in hie speech
and tone and his elocution was the best, The zudiernce vibre-
ted to nis rhythms., The girle of the convent vere given
the opportunity of huying nis then latest coliecticn of poem®
"Out of tune Wilderness" and of getting ..is signature on the
book., I was not among those ﬁho were thus fortunste but X
om fortunate in having been able to chose as the topic of
this discussicn -- Conada's most promising poet,

Perunsps my rewcson Tor having chosen this subject
would be better told here., The poetry of Shakespesre has
been acknowledged the grentest of the English lancuage;
Spenser's Faery Queene tecils the brain of many an esager
searcner of uigher learning., MNilton rcoches the heights
of poetry in his periodic sentences of Parsdice Lost; Keats
end Shelley raise Beauty and Truth beyond the reach of
corusen men; EBrowning paints the Andres del Sarto's and

Fro Lippo Lippi's with a brush worthy of a true artist;and




cther poets from time irmenoriazl have depicted the beauties
of anture on¢ of God's universe. But after reading them all
there is none that hold thre rezder's attention as mwuch a8
Wilson L.oeDuneld, Thaese men will alweye be the bugbear

of students of English Literzture and of the little chiildren
at scihwel, Rerely ccoes cne toke up & hLock of ¥ilteon or
Coleridge .to resd vhen lecking feu come entert;inmnnt.

But often heve I scen people pick up "A Flegon of Beauty"

and "Out of the Wilderness" vy Lir, MeeDoneld ond spend many

enjoyable hours recalling old scenes wag Tevoured lesunts

with tie poet,
Theodore Wit =Dunton, o Rritich critic cof

Svinturne's time iv onoerticle on Crrecdion peetiry preophesied

"Coenada lLiad excellent poets and with the developrent of o

nationsl consciousness, of the history, resources and

wealthh of the countiry, weuld procduce Crest poets,M "Grest

ROeTs would arise in Conede” vee vwhet Sir

Eertert Verren,

Presicdent of Kagdalen Cellege, Oxferd,enc Prefessor of

Poetry at Oxford seid in an address on "Overgeun Poetyy,

I believe that M1, Liaclensle fulfiles the brophesies of

tuese two literery critics., Me is tie true interpreter ef

1l eseentinl Conedien fpizit.,  The vilc epen sprees, the




{yreeccact From the confirnement of the cities, the rough

vigour of Canada's outdoors ell appear in lLir, IiacDoneld's

poeme, There is & freeliness in hie themes and in Wig oy
ol puiilng tron serces, His szoueciel ideale cye ¢Ciffcr-

ent, Exquicite teclinidue renke nim es opn srtist,




His Life and Travele,

A man's cheracter is reflected in his life and works,
Mr. MacDonald has communicated part of his charscter to
works and in order to hetver andersicnd i I will Cive
an outline of the poet's stor- vetions, rnbiticre erg
achievements,

He wes born at Cheapside, Ontario, the son of Alexander
lizcDonald, a Scotcrman vho earned nis living as a local
merchant and Baptist preacher, His mother, Annie Pugs;ey
who wee bern in Censds wee tlie drvughter of o preacher,

She died at Decewsviile, Haldimand County when Wilson Mac-
Dereld was quite young, He himself writes of her "she wes
a women of great beauty of character and much loved and
admired by everyone vho knew her, In our community she

was the centre of culture and her talent in music was known
far veyond the bvorder of the village, Although I was but
seven years of age when she took leave or me, my grief was
that of a person far beyond my yesrs, I had lost not only
a mother but a comrade and & friend and the readjustment of
life seemed an almost imposgible task "

He received nis zcademic training et Chewpside #nd Port
Dover Public Schools, Woodstock College ond lchoster Uni-

versity., In his Entrancc examinotion ae stood first in




tine province,

In his eerly life he made up his mind to become a poet,
The Toronto Globe published his first printed pcem in 1898,
His psrents, the Principel of Port Dover Public School,
William Hehry Smith, and Theoddre Harding Rand receive the
credit for encouraging him and starting him on the path to
poetic fame, In London he seold nis first writings after
having reached Englend by horse-beat in 1%02. He has
trie¢ the following jobes when the going was bad: zdvertise-
ment writer, newspaper reporter, cclumnist, night-school
teacher, producer, playwright, actor, inwentor, ber-tender,
seaman and ceabin boy, After nis return to Canada from
England, he worked in a bank for a time. A while later
found nim touring the United States for a year, He soys.
"I made {10,000 ocut of brecd and pie patents, which gove
me 1wy start zs a writer. The residuve was stolen from me
shortly efter, I gave up @ lucrative positien in the
United Stetes @nd returned te Canada wiere I went through
many yeers.of poverty," It seewms that nearly every great
poet is not reccgnised in his own *ime but hes to live
througi many years of iis life, if not them all, in
poverty. DBut, Lir, LacDonald's pcems have found a market
now and e shall sict ve like the other great poets of
history.

Every province of Canada except Prince Edwsrd Island

can claim unim as a resident and twenty States of ‘he Union




can claim him as having been their visitor, The fishing
boats of Lébraﬁor, the steamers of the Pacific coast from
liexico to Alaska nave carried him,

He became a citizen of Toromto about ten years ago,
wnere he has written scme very good verse and hes received
Some recompense and ecknowledgment for his literary efforts,
This winter he was married to a girl from the United States,

I have already stated ~hat at an early age he determined
to be a pocet, Through leny upsets and reverses he has fole
lowed this ambition, never giving up the hope that sone day
he would reacihi the top,

His travels have inspired many of Lis works, "The Song
of the Undertow" is most gripoing and realistic, relating
his trip across ihe ocean. From the first +to the last
phrese, save for a word here znd there and a few words of
conversation to make it rhyme, this nerrative poem is true,
The trip was taken in 1902. The poem tells of nic veing
out of work in .ontreal, and of wearing out the pavement of
Sherbrooke Street by walking up and down, He answered an
advertisement in "The Star" and found werk in a bar located
on tiie north side of Hotre Dame Strect., For a nite teo eat,
e scrubbed and worked feverisnly, "The proprietor of tlie

notel told me tunat I nad clesned the salocn floor better




than anyone had ever clesned it., I used a knife to scrape
the grime from ﬁlaces which my predecessors hed overlooked"
he says, This resulted in nis finding & coin which he
shined up end found to be worth something, That night he

prayed - asking how long he must continue to live in such

‘Places, For he had spent the Previous summer at Kingsmere

in the wonderful hills of the Gatincau @nd here he was new,
wailing on drunken men. Although he understcod that Just
as the white snow and clear raindrops might have come from
some maddy pond which hes evaporated and that & poet's life
might be compared to this - storting low and gradually be-
coning better - yet he put in a night of degpair, Every-
thing seemed sc black end dismal without any nope of bLetter
things to come,

He then descrites Notre Deme Street crowded with the
bacchanalian cries of every race, - each man drinking either
to forget or to reiemser, The next morning, at dewn, found
him scrubbing tlie floor egain, It seemed to be dirtier than
before if that ceculd be poesible., He then waehed tre tan-~
kards and was barmen for an hour. He might heve stoyed
longer only, threugh the open door Le saw the "f'ields of
fenceless blue" and he fled to them. He wzlked and ran by

way of the Windsor liotel anc around the Allan Estate to the




vop of kiount Koyal, There he could see the Lachine Repids
and tne St, Hilaire meuntaine. There he was happy - drink-
ing in the silver flash of the Repids. He says:"Although

I waes penniless when the noon bells rang I was supremely
happy, for I had at least one louf of which lahomet speaks =
the loaf of bLeauty. The exaltation of this hour is still,
and ever will be a Leatification of a face of vwater -
bleeding rock beside one mountain roud. And often in my
later and mere precperous hours have I come here to worship!
That afternoon ine had to get some money, so0 ne peddled, the
@acid eating into nis hesart and burning it to the core

every time he rang a doorbell, He recalls how he was glad
nis last year's "girl friend" wes not there to see him end
reminds himeelf that a poet must work hie way up,

He signed up on a norse and cattle boat with eighteen
tremps in line aheond of him, He was doomed to groom norses
for twelve daye at sea, but enything looked good to nhim
after his plight in lontreal. They had to ride from Point
St.Cnarles to St,John by horse train. At Sherbrooke they
were orderec to ride on the roof of the train by the ruth-
less company in ciazrge, The night was steoermy end cold on
the top of what one might call a mechenical tronco. The
horses below were well fed but Lhose cbove were cold and

nungry. Young iacDonsld hed pawned most of liis clothes




and had heen  without food for many dsysa, The sturdy arm
of £ill LicCord - a vegabond with & fine goul, kept the
frail young bhoy from Talling off the moving trezin, At

Jackmon, the troin stopped #nd he got some herries to eat,

He encounteredé o girl and her brother who were on their way
to looseliead Lzke on « huntirg expedition, They were afraid
of this man with hie gix weeks'! growth of besard., He muges
to himself how his own girl friend wmight be too snd recalls
how coeclly she did treast him wnen ne did return from Eng-~
land witheut gold or Tame,

New Brunswick is cdescrilbed ase they pass throuzh on the
train, They finally arrived at the sea-shore end the poet
ponders tihe poews of Rand: and praye to the Gogd of ILeve
tuat "ereedes neve cast avay." They remeined at St,John for
tiiree days and "thrice a dey we ate," Here Lr, liacDonuld

dravis attenticn to the fact tnat oily he alone vho has been

hungry will thorecughly understend this line," To him these
words will eteh the patnos of humanity's unfortunetes, It

had been & long time since I and my co.urades had eaten

thrice a day," There is ¢xultaticn in that line,

His cowrades locked tie town over and he went another vy,

followed all the time by "one great bully" who sneered at

his love of the sea ang neture." He slept on cusire in the




Carleton Hotel since he did not like sleeping in the hostelry

in the seme bunk as the rest of the men. Every night at the
hotel, an old seaman brougnt him food, A rict wes about to
bresx out among the men due to lack of food, TFinally, the
Company beceme alarmed and provided imeals, "Ly faith in nmen
grows lees and less every veer, but my faith in man grows
stronger, llen are destroyers; man is = redeemer," This is
wiat ne saye in referring to the brutelity of the Company
end teo the kindness of the sailor, A length: description of
St,John then follews,

The day arrived when they were to =ail, &nd he was
loathie to leave, but e had to have foed. Scarcely had they
left port when a snerp cemmand called them down to their
cabins which were dirty ¢nd full of odoure. (Later the
government officiols said it was vworse thnan the boats used
in the daye of piracy,) He Gescribes in deteil the filth of
tie beat. They would be aveakened in ‘heir deup beds by rats
crawling over trem, Centipecdes, dead lice, spiders znd vile
sumells were there,

On board were four college boys who had money, They had
Joined the crew for the fun of it, But tlneir snoubery wes
Leyond stending and a8 & result of it they did not neve any
too nuwch fun. Aleo, on tie silp were three "braggerto" who
flounced tne poet becouse e wes small, Bill &cCord - ot the
cgound of whose footestess even the nhorses wininnied, was kind
to Lim and stood by nim through all their Jests. It came to

a siov-dovn one day and the jyoung LacDonsld showed he was o




better man by knocking éut his tormentor. A hemorrhsge of
the lung ceused iiacDonsld to be covered with bleood,after the
ordeal,

He knew very little about horses, A curry-comb is used
to wrush their teeth, or broid tne horses' hair.,? "I was no
more competent to feed a horse- than would our bvachelcr
premiers King or Bennett be competent to feed the quintu-
plets," he says in a footnote,

An hour's refuge wes sougnht near the beiler room where
he recalled Ontario's shore. A stoker tripped over him
ana used much profene language. He had to crawl back fo
his filthy work,

The treatmént tiiey received might ve noted. Bread was
tirown (¢ them like to animels in a zoo, In their room
Tlies waded on the toble from which they ate, A tank of
marmalade lsy uncovered throughout the whole voyage with
sick wen all around, But still emié all this (which is
truth ot fiction) Mr, lacDonald could find beautly in the
sea and in the peace and quiet after the siorm,

Two da s out Ircm sea, he took a fever and could not
work, Tney threatened nim imprisonment but he said he
preferred it to the life in tile vermin nest, He sizgned a
release from pay and the company allowed him to rest un- |
der & life-boat for they feared nis death might cause
investigation of tneir noat, And ne writes

H

"I coverea my flesh with a shawl of air,

As clesan as the dawn is clean;

And pillowed my head cn a drift of lisght.



And feastec¢ on blue and green,

[oN
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thie sun came up and the sun went down

Like a giant tengerine,"

Ireland then ceme in sight and he writes beautiful
descriptive stanzas on her, On apprecaching England he
moods over ner as the place where Shakespeare, Shelley,
Keats, Dickens and La Belle Dame Sans Merci held sway and
lived.

They docked at Southampton on a Seturday night but
orders were given that they could not go to shore till
onday. The young MacDonold could not siand this so he
climbed to the shore by means of a rope. He crawled tack
without the watcnman seeing him and finally, on Meonday, he
earned his discharge,

He sold hils pass back to Canada, saild goodbye to Bill,
bought new clothes end got himself cleaned up. Nobody
would hire him for any kind of job unless he had references,
For days he went aungry, until finelly driven to the luoet
resource from weakness ne pawned his cuff linke to buy a
pint of milk anc¢ 2 box of shredded whest and hed two pen=
nies left,

On his way to London he felt agoin thet the beauties of

God's nature and the ability to enjoy them wags far

better
than enything gold could buy. A young lady where he celled

to get sonetning o eat gave him some cakes, Ag he walked

along, two renegades sprong out of the wood upen him, In




order to avoid a fight he gave them each a dbun and ran off -
the fastest ﬁe ever ran. He met up with a Yankee ceilor
winich made him feel much better,

Thot *evening he lecked for shelter end work but a kindly
gentlemnan, Reverend James I, Houssemeyne, loaned him money.
He visited Jane Austen's towb in the same town. On arriving
in Loncon he asked o man wnat creek that was that was flowing
by. The Englishmen re.lied, very much annoyed it his stu-
pidity, that it was the Thames,

He went tec a bakeshop to buy two pennies' wortith of buns
and the owners guessing nis sad plight invited him to spend
tiie Sabbath with them., They vere surpriced at & Canadian he- §
ing able to play tne pilsno znd recognise greet psintings eos
he did. They beceame fast friends and loaned him three shil-
lings on leaving.

He got a room with Mr. and lirs, Berrymaen, esnd for three
months aversged cne good meal & week, Nevertheless, he wes
glac to have & roof over 2is head,

The tourists travelling through London do not see the po-
verty of the poorer secticn, ILir, kiacDonald vould lock into
the windowe of tne bakeshtps envying the flies., He would
crawl nome, halt-faint, and krs., Zerryman, knoviag nim to be |
near collapse from munger, would bring nim bread znd checse,
She was nct so well off herself, cr lir. lacDoncld might have

fared better,

.

He war there for the crowning of tue ¥Xing but his g



patriotism was not much wﬁen his stomach was empty. Finally
he sold a story - "The Strange Story of the Black Sea" for
"thirty bob.“ He worked as a cabin boy on a bhoat back to
Canada. The poem continues telling of the joys of seeing
Canadisn lend, Labrador, Gaspé, the St,Lewrence River, QuebecC.
The night he landed he slept in lontmorency Park. He

speaks of the unwillingness of Canada to accept a2 new poet
énd in spite of it his love for her, Its greatness is in
the continuous stream of rushing energy snd in the vivid de-
taile whicii he relates,

Altnough one cannot say tnat he has travelled extensively
yet thiere is scarcely a:part of nis own country with which
he is not familicr. In this manner alcne ne is distinctly
Canadian, To be a true Canadicn pcet one should be familiar
with nis own country and know enough about the outside world
to re:1lly appreciate nis homelend. This ie whet kr, lec-
Donald does, He writes of the veauty of the esstern coast,
tne nortihern wilde, the peace cof tiie Pralriesand the grand-
eur cf the Rockies,

Of the "untameable wild bras ¢'Ur he writes:

"I hed not come
Prepared for thnis glory of wind and foam;
.Npr wonder I now tuat bards are dumb,

N

For nere ie beauty cowe home, come home,"




The comfort i:e finds in nature may be seen in the
follewing lines -
"You caﬁ keep from me your gifts of gold;
But the earth is werm when men are cold;
And none snall ever keep from me
The lyric lore of e lauzhing sea;
For all my hesrt ie on open door
Wherein the tides of beauty pour;
Beauty of blue at amber noon,
Beauty of dark at silver dusk,
Beauty of song in thne water's crcon
Bezuty of wrown in the hazel's husk,
Beruty of gleom and fog and rein;
And wiienn I hunger for loveliness
I'1l tum toward dewn, in my cold distress
And seex Brag d'Cr e:sin,"
Vino would think of describing the waters of the ocesn
as he does in these lines -
"And the yellowing cream

Of the curging =alt,

ng

And the granite baostoons crying halt

To tne legicned waters narching there
With the spice of Trinidad in their hair
And the iceberg's cold within thelr bones

To chill tue neart oi tie blcedless stones,?




- 17 -

In Southern Californie in 1914 he wrote "Sierra
Madre" telling of the musicm of the Spanish language,
the varieq adornments and ceclours of tae Sierra mount-
aine and that the world has one sweet haven vhere she keeps
eternal rest.

Chafiey's Locks brings him nearer home ir nis travels, i

|
In 1916 he tells how rich a person is who lives on such a ;
lovely earth with ite changing seasons, even though he may
be poer as far as money is cencerned,

He trevels up to Saint Césaire in Quenec which gives
tne title te o poem describing a quaint village wanere one
Tinds freedom from remorse, Saint Cé€seire he says is rich
todwy because love and nealth are of more value than brick
and stone and gold.

New York is lanhattan in nis poems, liost Canadisns
heard of Forty-Second Street in a popular song of a few
years ago, r, liacDonold writes in "Times Square® of
Forty-Second Street, shewing ihe glamour of the nisnt
clubvs, tueatres end dance-nalls,

Canada hes no poets who can rank among the world's

n

he has nevertheless many

greatest; but excellent writers,

and cannzt at thi

L]

* slage of develonment hope to preoduce
sucn great poets as Englond's Suakespeare or Italy's
Dante., It took Englond eny centuries of careful cultiva-
ticn to zequire & true poetic renius., If Csnade is to

neve truly grewot poets, Censdicne nust f

o

ster the minor




poets of the present day, TFor, in Canada, unless a poet Xk
hes some other way of earning his living bvesides through
vriting, he wiil starve, Conadions are not nwake yet to
tiie true value of poetry., And if peets nave to work at
cther werk they cannot spend tihe necessary amount of time
on their writing which will tend to wake it faulty &nd not
as goed as it might be,

There rre sc mony diverse scenes end conditions of
Canada that few writers have succecded in ideluding them
all, Wilson llacDonald has peinted meny views of the coun-

-

scape and life,

ﬁl

try's lan

Lampuwenr was o poet of Cuonadicn nrture. He lnew it
througn end tnrough snd interpreted it on baper s cne vwhoknew
vhal he waeg desling with, He found bezuty not onl; in the
Rocky l.cuntains wut in the next field. liany of his poems
were like pictures #nd landscopes., He loved locel tesuty
and ne indivicduelized end vitalized it. On reaCing Lis
poeus one can localize the region and time #n¢ *the season
of which they were written.

-

Bliss Carmen treests the vhole universe as being epiri-
tusl through «nd through. There is a living spirit
neture, The spirit is in man and in God. He communes with
nature through heart to neart talks - the epirit »f mean
telking with tne spirit eof nature,

br, Duncen Capell Scott is interested in nwian be-

ings aes well as nature. He uses arrcsting phreses, Lines




T A

ald slso bringe e queint funer of the
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and stenzas in luis poems reach = beauty and perfecticn of
form,

Pauline Jolmson was positively true to her Cenadicon
origin and home. She had the eye of & true artist in co-
louring nature evchings,

Vilson LiacDonald combines il these qualities of the

poets and e few more Tor sood meesure, He hoas o fre

[

nvi-
sion of earth, of life &nd uses origirel forms, He hos a

different type of writing from the poets of the breceding

Cenade is capeble of giving poets angd artists, inspira-
tien, Canadians recognise vhet their country mesrns to them
and wuen they come to reand more Canadian literature, tuey
will be beginning to put Canadisn Litersture on a basis to
be conpared with tie other great poetry of the world,

Hr, Iechonald hoe tried to mrke s audience feel nis

-

country''s inweard virtue, Other poets have 2leo tried
o

Pauline Johnson, daughter of an Indizn chicftein, shows us
the courage ¢nd endurcnce of the Indisns, She paints Cena-
Gian life and scenery in tiie north and veest, ehow

now natural creatures snd objecis have moocds of i

~ .

j»
]
e
> ]

own.,

Robert Service's "The Snooting of Drn MNelrew" and ctler

s0€me portrey the Tfor noritn of Conrda with wihich few

Tew Crno-
Glana sre Tawmiliary, Drunmond eheras hnis nearers with

tales of tie French Hobitent, And lixe Drummend, ilacbon-

HobLiteont to us in
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poems thot plesee .ils cudience,

Starting in the west of cur great country,British Col-
umbia effers the greetest ond moet veried of natural grond-
eur. The sturdy roush lendscape seens to be ithe cxect back-
sround for meny roces of people which sre to be Found there,
The province hes & different individuality from the other
provinces, It inspires owe »nd reverence and lir, liacDonnld
has cought sowe of it in two or three poeng, He nimself
says tuhat he has Tound many things to interest hin "near
tiie veice of the greatest of oceons," "A Selkirk Swmuit"
deseribies the glittering glaciers, fissured rocks and death
defying crags made by God the relentless, God the zustere,
Streams epill vetween grenite boulders., Amids* 211 thecse

1

nard ond cold surroundings, in a shy corner of rock, a
freil Tlower is found ss if "woven" by a strong God in an
after meod - a God of Torsiveness and i:erey.,

But not only of the mountezins does he sing. The poet

Limeeli enpresces wiet ne sinss -

f3

Iy song ds ¢ roseate rug,: et not of the Crient,

Herc is thne weave of it, seaweed,curled blsck with solt,

Under tre cold, hnigh eliffe of Gaerpé;

Pine-enadoved snow,at the dome of the Selxirks,

Burming with suns and Tlesding with woons and remelining

forever;

Sends from the restleses and caangeeble dunes of Wasage;

Slim,nardy reeds in the hyoad lonely marsies

Winere Jeies Loy foltere hetween her allegicnce

To land and the grey, green water:
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Gold suns tist elip from the world at Alberni;

Verming the sess with their Tires;

|}

Tareads cof blue mist from thre indelent valleys
0f tue low, lovely lounging Lourentians,

Sighe of the hermlock and snow=-leving temarack,

ct

Where the trees narci to the South in Sasketchevan;
Fire tuat leap up frowm derk apilano

Vihere wusic glides down o long steir to the sea;
Orange and purple and crimson and bronne

Frow tne goy paletie of sorgeous Getober

In tue leke-lyric land of Algeongquing

Shadows from deep, frosty fissures whose woters

Slip fromw tneir turbulent life to the hill eradled Snus-

vap,
Lecves of the red-limbed arbutus end roses of yellow and
red,

The all-levely lyric of cities,

And, tarough all these colorful threcds of ny song,

Toleronce, %trutiy ord the

byt

tiss of full brotherkood, "

gain in nis "Adveniurer's Song" hne tells us ccain vhat

he sings -

"I have tried the strength of the salt surf where the lost

sun lecsvers the world;

I have wolked Ontaric's lilac londe,in tie 1loe eyte
vletful erilion,
I neve bre sted iade off Lebrecder where the whole son-
serength e hwrled;
I nave found, cign e Inothe Selidirie,lluo sac 8l CTan o
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I rove veoeomed in lands where bdlue

“

: lice the
srs of mods;:

L

I have trailed the cold Saskatchewen to M mdfscaverca

I .uve Lerrd tne gorce on Bewcow Hill hreak

I nsve wetched tne vlue St.Loavrence lave the grim Laurcn-

vlaces

axing theiy golden

tion

I come sun=-tinned frow. ¢ _»crt marsuding of wind and wave

-~

tnd tree;

And the copper hue of ¢ savage Toce peers upword through

And all tnat I love is in ny song: the tong of

Ané tne loon's laugh and the gull's shriek

Trom fhr mrst X2 x3IX EX5¥x¥ RESERXER

Frow <he west we will ftrevel ernestverd,

tiie Prairies ecslle ve, It hine slso colled

il
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]

Tioey ~ive s elinz of our esnellness,

Trom Wirnipeg de. after doy, one hreging ¢

< T
ol

ii

[

n
fot
-
-
<
'
s
v
kS
(@}

S

Tinesv cunprers

s geeumdingly unlinited treet of nlein w

tne "Song of tue Preirie Land." He Lriae

—

eontrart bhetscen thie criplioated 1ife of
superilciality covers thuc truin sad Llie

N S T . Ly - . . 2 .
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the prairie's powver. The vest prucession

14.

my singing,
thie grest
wvest ses
and the pale
etar's swinging.

cligl e o deoin
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and stars and dawn take on _Jrent iudorteace and the PRIERH

- oo LY M BN DN et o y et
woeds [ Y R L D 17, P romio and rhytiua 1€
e notve of Adetory lns aTe haoen gat ol
Lol

shosaserss The ploneers ceme froyn. thae Olu

Wi eoununy e and rat oo iaaisd
tares i Y arairics 6 Sioad ol -
[BRS U ALl P T1cs, Lo rOnad® 2% i

A7 K o,
Jdorld ond sebttlod
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authentic picture. Jeanvhile the pleine zre one c¢f %le

"nmest vital ceoonowmice Treters! o Crnece end thediy Yiore-
lure tcé res » vitelity vidch reems te give promise of Y-
ing o domincting factor in Conadien literciurve, D wixping
swaying of the winds ond the ni_ut, vostness of land end «lo-
atly up ewotions and ajpreciation of astuwre =i iligr <o
those stirred in :en by the cea.

"I heard a Voodman Grieve! tells of Jae symapathy felt
by a woodman for all those condemned o live on level lands

where thiere are no trees, But the poet Imowe T o% dur Lord

(]

has crowned the ploin with sunli-ht iaste~d of Troes, Taw

suneget and dewn cen be geen on tlie prairics wilh o

L7

S

1 uno-

b

structed view,

"Febraary tae First ou tue Porisice" nnoiats wisli o
this "3ictlia Touralleld Lond, wonrdlag this racst iade o ilol
in ticlr rune." To show how cleerl, the poet cutches the
feeling of the time end place I will quote from it, He
"sees the cattle stand with wmoveless Loils
And heads ‘togetiier, to outwit the gules

That blow the bronze of swwasr Tvom thie .eom

M

v

e sees, vegide a ridge waere puoplars grow
A uroace coldiy nosing in tie snow,
and falas the prairie vastaess froa his fora,
Jo lerdly tree tuls land shall ever dare;

Wy oy e PR, ] .. Pali Kol P e Y A Ly ey Ta ny s
And jet, unleariad of their volioant Jorve




Soon, in thie vest, ehnll frailess “lowass G, !
agaln, r, lacdoacld expresnrcs Mis love of i

" A Song of Lonesoneness," OQut in the mesa one seene to

come closer to God than in the crsohin

ing cities., Wien tived in i dest, one has the vird foo

& couch and the stars for cover =nd o= “ho peet hinself

P,

Sy -

"Wnen you are oui in tiie westland and grow lonesome for

Ao~ -~ . K

e Toet
You cenr drovn sour carc in the ehrpeone ~3n and the
slyls eternal feoras,
But when you are beel in tie €onLiond LG e hungry

Ter 1ire vesy
LW el fane Dy tle penrlod tevie, ¢ erunl fown OR3P
Ceep wryeen,”

liusikoka, Fiagara, the Ottawa, and its illimitable Torents

nlte ,
the trensitionsor 41y Jecy, vinter it ide crittering
snow, the magicel rehirti of 1life rrnd toncarness i Yl
CRiiil, Buwaer's Lect oinc e SEUTL Lrgeintry o CLALLLY,
Le gjrieves’r;itl'x tiie wind in another Poe,  Tice wind,
used to embracing tlie trecs of the forests, veeousionol “o
needrg tre gefi rrever of tic piree cra eCCeze, roline
for tneir soluce and coulort on Teacnia g v gurdivies, 3o

too, the upoes is 193 aamrered Dy oo "dag il rwlare saaddens

and the cry of is soul troavele through the long enpty
Preirvies vitiou” Vedng eneverce,

There are fine touchies in Lig

~vil ool netive Conacdien leve ond e endeltent of e wila



H ~, e %o . . + 1 4 . . 2T ey S e Ead o T
Letvre of foneets, i, ewnelivre 10 *1c Juceca - T

Ul soves, His Canadian scenexry pocus Leve o Tine YFind

¢i pethce in then, Iin Vileen heeliorcld ve $dvd ¢ gencu-
cur Feelirg. e Towves the freeden of rotuan iy tia

Leule and ne would like o live shewe Torover, it secms,
vitha nn unburdened spiris
He gethers iwmpreessione Trom all of Cunada, wut princi-

o

onasber of

(‘i‘

pally irown uatoris, Juite ala naens e |-

cricve of pleasent days speat in the wilderness, Ie gives
us an arresting and .aerorable picture of uure Honus s iu
nature, Some of uis poeuc disclose the gift to paint in
worde « picture from nature with impressionistic mastery of

colour, not the flashing col

3
(o]
<
m
(]
o)

ae nalohit engeet hut o

pretty pastel with spere usge of ncre finen

.
"iio hue 1s on the canvas here outrolled
Save J1e froil touch of amber on the sky,
Spilled by tne yellow mcen in her slow Fli.ens. !
He *ocq'01 to expreso shadowy sceusntions -
"The hiph derk shore, vwhere sine and hwealsck sigh
Seems like o drif:t of =lwlows
Washed hither fron ile gloon
Lr countless nights in ages pasat,

nis autwanal escence ond the ooens erllad "Oole' nd
"Birches" picture tiie lendscope in dork colours - not
the fleming colours which most poets credit to auituun =nd

ite trees., And althourh he mentions i turce in S rig



and swwier, autwan oné notu-e peinted in derk colours
secws to bhe.the wsy he likes to Pileture her, Zut it ie une
Cisputelly Cencdien cutunn end Conedien trecs thet he deo-
crilbece, Noture chenges ler cepect cnd drece teo pult n
moods &nd Lwer secsong, It is omly expressed thus ih Canada.,
He humanizes the Lirciwes, not gentimentally as Xeats ond
Voreevworiin weuld do, but nobly,
"They vre o velient compeny to o0
S¢ boldly mid a nubien group of pine,

Fine rebels of the shadowlond are taey
Makte e taedr conrede wonel o
Only a Cencdien, uncevstancing their imm, ) 1,4 2ol

gpevk of thew in such « wmonner

Cftcr: too 1o introduces moumentsry piciture f awwens
I

bz
O

Govdnev o Decioroad 27 asturs ai fite thew in periectlor,

"Tie Bong of e Ski" wins us by its apirit of wotion

2

of free life ia the open of its slinle M Tandon, LG

Wl LG
Donald has Meen ealled Ythe unn'e noet He has roamed

the wilderacss he loves as woodsuman, forest mncer ornd

gporicuen o stovelocs (ré skie, Tou vilY Firg rie leove
of the open iun tiie voen, Tou AV neane wle o ouhlo mo-

sin of the Tir; vou will share in the ciildobion of g op -
"Lora of the mouniaina der:: sirt: pine

Lorc of .l Ticlds o $:a0 7133 anow,
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The poet seys of ul vord ot aay

tlie, dn eny plec Lo ogen o i ¢ mood o lecii-

[g)

crete vond or thought is

|

ike an eclipee over tlie face of

becuty, In Europe o1 Aric vov eelden. cveotrrder v pve

wio suneers 8l Tenuty, In Auerice thore dc e grect oot
with this colour blindness o <he eoul," Aad he is i,

bezuty of tiheir own lend ondé of 4le cexulieiion “lcs

Teel o Ve Tueetidyg o ol win il oF LIvIivg iy
country wviere only 3 few sieps is necegcryy Yo hriag us to

thne wost berutiful scencr
Now couwes thet eterncl cucetion celed ghout every
Leviie poen - Ie he pentleistic in ocutloek® Iirst of a1l

Vihet ds pentlhieismt Let re quote frow ¢ stiudoare critic,

It 1oy e swoied wy o follomwe - MIT nan is slkin to eoril
erooophislecd bodng, Wby ochevldd net certin Yo olir te pon
ag a gpiritusl being? There die cocuncd e exdeitoroe of 1
Gl cetuedl verld sovl, direrert Ir f1) 2ifc er vell ce v

indeed puntiedsa, since thie v 2hd-toll L0 s.oe Ln S
Idensiliced Wi;J4JOG. W Divine creation of e world
and of mean is thus Teconciled with evolution - 4o GE.il=
urge funetioning throul plisienl wrocesoes, Hut 1ot

PN ene veeiceniill ot Lesvindoa susteeunet,

o o
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slighitest chwnges in interproltution weru nccvesryy

adapting it fto the circumsicuces of nineteentin centuny

science, modern pegyeinclony torws +tiec idce Veosmic ron-

rry

- + e S . . v
selolei.cgs® (o i

investigetion of thie subject wee by & Cracdicn, Richord

significent tiot lue auitioritetive

Lsurice Bucke," Monitou ie tiie nrwe thet Lonpren oiwcs

t0 nis belng, in tne woods,. Ciierles G. D, Robhertis helie-

ved tne soul of :man wes united wita the soul of nature

Bliss Cermen's poems tell of his belief of nature's rels-

[

Tioashige with o ot epiritually ond paysicelly,

For linmconeld new - Wee lhie pantiheistic? Ve will look

s

over a few of his poens, "The Cosmic Librarian" point
tae Zeass aao5 nolder of wisdon - willins to dizpeqse 1t

.

but lore-maters pnas 1t by ond taerefore miss attoianing

the taowledse thney nisnt have obtoined, In "Bircheao!

anle o God aad aature,

l"‘
o
e
<
o
[45]

Brove 1o ftue luuater of thedlr limpid
Ia presence o7 taet priael oVizorcu;
Al sorenle tust daring spirit taat conceives

Their aoony ailsullicare with the darls,

ne
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Scume spirit tiadrec

L

F O

to taeir own is neap,t
In "Quls" we Find +he noet iaterpreting the beouty

aad :aoods of nature It saowus %

Feie

a3

{

5 ninpic

taeir autwanel sarn, very gay, tud the soubre #ine, the

~

elin Dope

L

1te leoves with only the russetl wad

k{)

Q

TRy

zold

Jax leaves remaining, Wgen the oak leaves finollw sucaeumb
(% v

to the autwm the rose-pod will ve left to mouwmn their de-

o

Larture to the llaster of Colours in

]
2
i
B
@
ol

214 hronze =nd

-
'

. 1
;\"() LG,

i Tiading Roed¥ e Poet sars he

finds two soils in e horren treeg,

Joy, confort and nerce thex

give to the "invard coul." He ond neture cowmine wiin
eacn otuer hy recinrocal sympatny,

"There is o rond Tt doth wind snd wind

3]

For love 97 thie hille ohout it lviag
And taere I o with Yy cares a4 hiad

Taeir bhurden Up with A pine-tyees signing,"

Hi

mn

spirit meets with the spirit of nature =nd there,

unburdens its -rief, He lete tiie trees z2d elenments inter-

pret hls i0o0d to the world, lir, llscDonald

neture is nature aerself, wiited with she 't ool

tie civilized worid to rise aad zo out Lo ueet ner,

L

Couie to _ou who ore arrogant, proud and

Come with & touic of sunlizht,Dottled in wi
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To cure you with secrets as 91ld ns tlhe bresty wlns of uaen;
Couie with the clean noritl wind in my nostrils,

To blow out tic dust and the sioke of your lives in a great

-- of' veauty;
Come with 2 cheos of wild flewers, greuved in o lovely %is-
order

To sasre oll your zardens of maddening,elnyiaz perfeation.!
His poems recoll us fpom the vul- sar distrections of life
to sceluded retreste in the Crnadien wildwood, there to con-
templete existence with » =subdued Joy and tender peace,
"I would away from bthe town today »nd out wiere ithe clear
#tays shine -
The wind ia iy ear like a sweetheoart'a voice, the air on

my toagsue llk wine.
And witen I lie at the o) line's rim,where I ong this

o life must part
You will #'indg tae sage=brush in wuy heir and the cactus
through my heart "

I will now let the poet tell Lis own story of nis Tecl-
11g for noture, After his mother Gied "readjustuent of life
secuied an aluost ivpossible task, 1y Jither did =11
could to umice e foriet wy grief and Tinelly sent me to
Toraato, wiere I was received by relatives, 00 one hist toric
day I woe introduced to Howard (Hign) Park, and the beruty
of these wooded ncres fairly get uwy youtaful soul on fire,
Here was the plsce I had aresiaed sbout in 1l 1y rambling
throuh books., On that nill w iich slopes down to Grenadier
Poad I Zound I could sec dr.usds nad foiries, 210 the old
Howard nomestend, witn its tint of the Torgotten nagt,filled

me with glemorous Tahcies.



When I wes sixteen I came back to my "Sweetheort of the
Vood" and wooed her for one memorable swmaer, alweys sing-
ing to her & deligatful rime that eternity alinll not make
mne forget,

A few years later I visited tiis shrine under the welght
of another grief - o arief to whiecn
quite reconciled,

Y

For moeny yecars I lived

Y

in the grest West country ond,

althousn I nad found many new loves near the voice of the
greatest of oceans, yet the yearning for my beloved Howard
Park was nlways awake in e,

In the autwin of 1920, I went into the sacred snaciuary
and begsn the peem (In Howard Park"), As I wrote "inhe
nooded ccorns were tapning ot wmy feet." The poem here vorn
wae finished in lisy of the year 1924 under the shadows of
the great wmounipins that guard the lovely villoge of Revel-

e H 8] E T4 N ~ - . 1
stoce, Britign Coluwsbia,

ct
b
oty
@

I aeldon o to Howard Perk now,for the blasphemy of
motor-cop nas driven away all its fawns and dryads and
snomes; and only on storny days do they care come back to
tneir own hounte,”

A

Here, we nove tne poet's own weords for it, thev he took

congsolation from nature, le anra;
"ihrouvgh all wmy childhood days
T iAo s s P P 3 a
Lo, wuagr. soul wos pauper for o kies,

v

And 2o I took as courodes tie warw flowers




And wooed tne soul of their eternal blisg, "

He and the spirit of the woodland would sit in the park all
day and dream of the overfect understanding in nature whigh
nas been denied to mortals, The tall oake at MHigh Pork
hod their dey of grief aleo, for all around nen were chop-
ping down trees to huild up the city but now thev know their
Tate 18 not to die by the axe for tais home of theirs is +o
be kept as a park.

In one of nis later poems he says:

"uy Lord does not nide

In thic face of a cloud

He walks by my side

Vith all wisdon endowed;

mot spectral or hoary,

it precept and ban

But lovely in

glory

Ia

Of nature aad iwen,"

Taus we see thet noture a8 the peet can comaune with

Hond gpuiding the move-

egacli otner as one aad God i . Divine

0
~y

wente of nature, Aad God is zuiding tie poet too for e
says: "For Ged hath set my song apart
To praise His worlds unsung,"
lie nas a mission to tulfil and ne has done it to the Yest

ails ability, - Let ue Lvoe he continues to do =o,
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HIS HUMOUR.,

Is Wilson lincDonald hwaorous? To a certain extent, he §
is. ot in the soane woy as we would resoard Joe Penner or 5

Joe E, Zrown numerous, hut i hia avm ininitohle way,

‘n
ct

Tﬁpping tne 1i: of nhile wmorous poems I would nlace
"Quintroins of Collendar" starting off with
"o doubt you've nerrd of Cellendar ?
ot on tne wall, no, no}®
This woes distributed to the boye of an Ottawa Colle:e §
shortly ofter that mesorsble event which astounded *he
‘world two years oo,
To one who likecs nis nockey fast and played by profess-
ionals I am sure the poem entitled "Monsieur Joliat" will
appeal, And who could no* appreciate the humor in this
Verse wiaen he speoks about Jolirt - that stalwart of the
anadlens lwoie, tesa,

"I lzaow hneen well: e ces mo frient

I doan know heein himne fr, ?
But I kaow nman dat ¥now a man
Who xnow heem very well,"

Another verse from the save peem will furtiher prove the fun

tazt can be obirined from his writings:
>
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"He weigh one hundréd Teefty pound.

If he were seex feet tall

He'd score one hundred goal so queek

Dere'd be no gome at all,"
I don't know what Conny Suythe or Jack Adams would think of
this, But likely if prospects were so good tonny Smyihe
would Dbe scratching his heod and picking up soue valuable

material Tor his new year's wculd-be Stanley Cup teonm,

"De Stop - Heen Snort" describes o beseball rsame as

o

ceen by a nobitsant

:

evidently nie first gome, 1 like thb

verse,
"De peetcner den ne trow de ball;
De won who hele the steeck

Don' max' no try; ne let ball zo

By gosu! ne mek' me seeck, "

"Dat Little Box" tells of a thirty yesr old bachelor

H-
0
[
o]

wuo doesnt w to marry unless his wife weighs two hundred

Y

pounds, One day he meets at Saint Césaire a girl who ans-

wers als reguest and the, were moarriszd, They live nenoily

2]

for a wnile until oae do he Pinds she is taking pills from
a little box to wvid reducing, She goes down to a hundred and

five pounds, Tne husband, in onis plignt zoes to nis pastor

N

Wilo suggests that he tell a Jokg a da: and sue wil. men

.~

- -

ried this sugze~tion

(R R

laree pounds o dey Trom lauwonds

P
%
el
[¢2]
(54
4

and now is very happy because his wife welgne Two hwndped

anad te.,




The dialect used in these poems make then even more
humorous than if they were in the Eing's X¥nglieh, »but we
can also find some humor in his poems of every day Englisnh,
In "The Students," it seeas the poet had asked a question
of four students, high up smonz the "Reh-Ran's in the mod-
est university of tue immaculate Toronto, the impeccable
Toronteo, the meticulous Toronto," These students who had
only travelled as far as sSarnia =nd morth bay answered his
questions with rinality and thus solved the riddle of the
ages. An old proiessor who nhad been ten times around the
world and who had recd volumes and volumes answered "I
don't know; nobody ¥nows," on being asked *he sone guestion,
The story may znot be meant #or awaor. 11 is more likely
meant to show that ignorences is bliss but the sarcasm used

and tne way the

4]

tory is told males it humorous.

"Ah've done quit stealin' " is told in negro dialect,
A negro resolves to stop stealing chickens -nd ends up wita
the prayer "Buty 0 good Lawd, make de chickens rocat hizh,n
I'ne preacher, nearing tne repentance of his parisnioner
tninks it tiwe to take up the collection »nd gives a *rsin
scnedule of the ratec to heaven,

Still iore peculiar is "The Song of the Jozz Hounds"
written at iuskoxa, L1324, ridiculing thne jazz are and danc-
ing, ‘he poem bhegins by "Dead Lesvee desd leoves whirling
round and round." I wender did i.r, l.eclonald have a pre-

RERSS

monition of "The krolen Record" on Red Hodgzsen's new lyrie,
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The poem is, nowever, a break from the more serious
nature poetry and presents a difierent theme from the ac-
customed tune of the poets,

Vie near of chickens again when old Judge Deeks, o power-
ful figure in all South Geosrgie gives a sentence of four
weexs in jail to Abe for stealing chickens, after having
veen allowed to o on suspended sentence many times before,
Abe pieads taat two chickens 1ollowed him from Farmer
Brovn's chicken coop. Abe told them to go home, but one of
them being deaf, tollowed him,"So what could ah do?" asks
Ave in "the Song of tne Deaf Chicken,"

liaggie Swartz is another of his characters, perhaps
more to be pitied than laughed at., "If God had only made
ner inside out" she would not be receiving the sympathy of
the poet and his audience,

The simplicity of "Grannies" now draws our atten-
tion, Grandma Doyle, eighty years old takes care of Grand-
ma Blake who has reached the ripe old age of eighty-one
years., "She's eighty-one and losing sight and smell;

And I am only eignhty years,so I must guard her well"
is what Grandma Doyle says, The poem ends with the trite
words:

"It is a pretty sight when two old ladies talk,"
Anotner negro song makes us tnink of iunny negro stories
and ghosts, A negro sees lielissa's broowm standing in a

corner after ..elissa has departed irom this worlqd,
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"Ah might get 'customed
To dis silence in de room
If it wasnt fo' de sight

Of lielissa's broom."

The negro broods to himself how no one could move the
broom tae ﬁay lielissa did, He says that no matter hnow pure
are the skies they will not seem clean to lielissa's eyes,
and she is sure to find dust on the pearly stairs, He praps
that when he dies he may be able to bring Melissa's broom
80 she can play with it and he can listen to the music of it
for evermore,

"An Unconditional Easter Song" tells geod-naturedly of the
money people make out of Christmas, selling toys, post cards
and flowers, The bakers all thank the Lord on Good Friday
for "the buns will bring them shining gold." The haberdash-
ers, milliners and all the business world move the price tags
up for the Easter sales, It is another sarcastic poem on
the . amuAsee of mankind,

But Mr, kacDonald can show sympatny with human kind, In
Paul lioreland he sympatnises with Yvette, Henri's wife, who
after warning her husband not to cross the ice on the river
goes to ihe towniolk for help, They say "Let heenm drown, "
It serves him right. She finally gets Paul loreland, "an
old amour," to go to her husband's rescue, They bhoth are
lost in the icy waters. The poem ends in her praise of

Paul Loreland,
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To finish with, I think this a good one on the Englishman
"Shut up, Pea Soup," an Englishman
Sarcastic say to me;
to

So I turn round, heem and yell;

"Shut up you Cup of Tea,"
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THE COML.ONPLACE,

Reading "Convocation" is just like attending the event at
any university., We see the Oxford gowns, the geurlet of the
clergy, tne crimson gowns of the lawyers, But Mr, liacDonald
introduces a note of reproach. He says men sit there “who
have sent comrade-men to the gallows,.," The old gray hearded
chancellor, the young provost, a professor who is an adroit
turner of G¥eek phrases and whose comrades are Athenians, a
Bishop "daily growing fatter" are all given the once-over by
the poet's pen, After taking an hour to ascsemble, the Presi-
dent speaks with nothing to say and saye 1t correctly,. ‘ne
Provost tnen catled out to be honored,three plutocrats, One
was a General "who hadn't heard of Marmion but knew of
Scott's Emulsion," The whole thing seems & satire on peo-
ble seeking after honours and money, willing to do anything
for a few cents, TFor, he says "all the seers and scholars
rose up in reverent array and bowed the knee to dollars"
as ine righer students received their degrees. Then the
President, Chancellor and scholars rode away "on the
chariots of gentlemen of dollars.,"

Another poem "Tine Chink" tells of a group of Canadians’

none too good in tnemselves, seeing a Ciinwmnan paseg, saying

"There goes a damned cunink," Here in Cancda where there
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where there was supposed to.be the ultimate in civilization
ten men hurled insults at the people who passed by, Here
in Canada is "Yservice-station culture and gasoline odored

minds" while afar in China is what is supposed to be bvar-

tane
i

barism., Yet,the Chinaman passed by and forgot the insult
as any real cultured gentleman could do,

Do you blame the poet for hurling criticism at our
civilization? How often do we see others, if not oursel-
ves, being kind and charitable only when the occasion suits
us?

Mr, MacDonald def'ies the world to say that hempen
string was grown in God's own sunny fields in order that it
might nang men in its later years, "The Song of the Hemp"
tells how God made it strong to swing the sails of bvoats,
But the hemp was manufactured,and the field where it was
produced bovied in shame in 1919 because some of its sheaves
cfter veing woven vy huwan nands, hung an Italian, Antonio
Sprecage., The seeds of the wheat and otner grains were
used for other purposes, but it is the lament of the hemp
that it was born to kill, Tnis poem is another tirade
against tne savagery of numanity.

Vigour and braver, are not lacking in the "Song of The
Rebel." The Rebel is tired of the cowards and weaklings
of tanis world, of"the kingdoms lousy with their lords",
the Dukes of Willy-Nilly, and tne churches lying idly in
their ruts. He is fed up with "civilized disorder" where

"Truth and Honor have gene straying" and ne wentis to get




i
5
i
¢
;
o
i
i
I
Y
5
2

back to the wilderness to "borrow back the freecdom of a
child,"

Tﬁe theme of all these poems is summed up in the
words

"I tear from all men their false trappings

And they, in their anger revile me,"
He is always trying to get away from the drab-hooded town
to find xsgn refuge at the sea, amid the rocks of the wide
open spaces, IHe cries out in unison with the daring Loon
who comes "to moék the trite conventions” and he lets his
grief depart by way of his song.

Again, he Jjoins with the Iroquois saying tnat he has
freedom, wisdom, and is not defiled oy our ways. The Iroquois
is strong and tameless; we people are a speni out force.

The comparison bvetween the poor man and the rich man
takes the following form, On visiting the poor man, we find
he lives in a log-house, with a single chair., And although
there are bare floors "the cup of wisdom is flowing.," At
tne rich man's house we encounter marble steps, carved glass
brass candlesticks, soft carpets and rare designing. But, .
if one is in sorrow and seeks comi'ori, he can find solace at
the poor man's house for the rich man's gifts are in uhis
nand, not nis heart.

He recounts the simplicity of the quaint village of
Saint Césaire where men are conten: in their own surround-

ings, far away from ihe drone of the aeroplane and from the

ocean with its leviathans, People there are far awvay from

the fevered cities and are rich - riech in love and healtn
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which are much more important than gold,

1936 and the League of Nations is still at sea when it
comes to trying to keep peace. It is no wonder then that
ten yeurs ago tnere should be that same uncertainty,
"Nineteen Twenty-six" is a mourning for those men wiho work-
ed on tune vattleships, =eroplanes and on the bvattlefield
and for tnose who died abroad in the last war, 3ut are we
any further anead after all this sacrifice? We are still
"hemmed in with steel guns on one side" and all the count-
ries "are full of their old tricks."

"An Blegy written at the Grave of a Haterialist" sums up
the futility of all worldly wealtih when

"The grim irrevocable law
Has brought uim,like all mortals here,"

The hatred, cruelty, ignorance and savagery of our
civilization is again railed at, in forceful terms in
“Song for a Dying Civilization," The master calls the pee-
ple but tney are searching for speed, fame and pleasure
not caring in the least "to walk in the fields of the King.
In vain is the plending of the prophet's
breath;
For ihe orchestra is Jazz and the dance is
death,"
In'th#House of Rebels" he raises his voice against
gamblers, stock-brokers, professional athletes, the elec-
tric chair, materialists, Jjazz, the pharisce and modern
modes of traveling. In short, he wishes to banish every-

thing except that whicn is gocd. In this house of rebels,

the arch-hater of sham,the man, most denounced by the world
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is "tne shunned, despised, hated, crucified Jesus,"

Anothér poein asks if Jesus 1s going to be put out of the
churches by war with its gangrene, sores and greed, by war
which has killed freedomn.

"The Song of the New CommuUnities" is a description of the

last Reactionary killing. An army of men is heard march-
ing closer to build the new comuunities, In these new com-
munities the picture-houses will be locked up, Niagazines
will not be printed. Gramophones will not gnaw noisily,
Flags will not separate nations., There will be no gold to
cause misery., lien shall walk with God like Enoch did,

There will be no rivalry for fashion or jewels, Tnere shall
e no prisons, no cause for rebelliecns, The animals and
birds will not be afraid of veing killed by the axe., There
will be few things imported and so, every comaunity will be

a world in itself, Really - a poet's dream of a perfect

people in a perfect worid!

Anotner poem deals with the pettiness of wmodern 1ife,
telling how "0ld Joe of Bald Liountain" near Rcvelstoke, a
former strokxe on the Oxford crew, is living there away from
tahe smirk and lear of people, e is peaceful and content-
ed, He listens to Kreisler in tne evening, tuning off
the crooners and jazz-nounds,

"liourners" is a little lignter in tone, If you are sure

I'm down in Hell wnen I die, the poet says, then you have
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reason for your mourning, But if you think I'm in Heaven,
rejoice that my soul is not dead. Take w&x away barbaric

rites, the tolling of bells, gloomy tears, marble vaults,

slow processions and the weeping of women, Do.not mark
where I'm laid but take my songs and sing them to the world,
He protests against the way the social and business

world tax tane individual which cut him off from the beauties
of nature, He addresses the Loon,

"Or art thou some cld mortal here set free

To mark the trite conventions until,doom

With that erosive satire which destroys?

He soothes himself against the foibles and insincerity
of man "And when the empty words of men

Leave faith a thing forlomn

; I think of kademoiselle's "li'sieu"
£ And that fair swmmer morn,"

? in rememwbering the sweeiness of a young child met in his

travels near liattawa.

s o s

He criticises Canadiens for the way they behaved to

Bliss Camnen, They did not want L1im when ne was living

but when he died tney wanted his ashes,

RSy

From all these poems one might be led to believe that
Lir, MacDonald was fed up with the world and people in
general, "These Friends of I:ine" cancels any doubt the
reader mignt have in tuls regard. le confesrces that he
found the gypsy trail ple:sant, but he was glad to get baxk

to nis o0ld friends who neal ntis scul's wounds and
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strengthen him ia his hours of sadness,

Thus we see that it is only the conventions and the
foibles of humanity that are the butt of the poet's sar-
casm and abude,

lir, lacDonald also writes about common ordinary
things, "Christmas Dinner at Child's" is the lay of a
bachelor poet whno has given his land a hundred songs and in
bayment I'or them, he nhas to eat alone at Child's Restaurant
on Christmas Day,

"ITrinity College, Toronto" is the subject of another
poen, t is"o0ld Trinity College" of honored scar and
stain wita its ivy-covered walls that he is talking about.
The cold corridors yYearn for the touch and comradeship of
siudents during the summer, They only have the old warder
wno goes nis rounds., But soon October comes again anad
brings vack laugh and song - Soen now there will be no more
classic learning there, no more higler smathematics, no more
midnignt frolics, for ey are erecting a building of tall
spires nearer the University proper, There will not be the
some traditions in the new walls, nor the proud spirit,nor
the sweet mewories of those who walked there and especially
of Archibald Lampman who loved the ancient trees,

Kany will remeuber katon's new departuent store - a
tarone for weary beauty - "uncramped amid a city's crowded
nost." A portal like tnat of an abbey bids you enter the
spacious arcade whnere the wares are spread out, It seems

like an oasis - "g cool retreat wacre comnerce wolwxs with
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beauty,"

"In Johannesburg" two sisters tell of their trip to
Africa, how tney missed the merry sleigh-bell's ring, the
silver rivers, the lilac's bloom, the apple trees., Both of
them died there. But their spirits shall haunt Toronto Bay
and sit with old friends and walk the Canadian hills,

Whoever has seen the Humber will appreciate "The Old
M1ill" with its once proud walls"gg; utterly undone,"

Dry spells which occur so oiten are well portrayed by
pointing out the "thirsting road," burnt oaks, clapping

beetles, dying flowers, the churches crowded with folk

praying for rain and then with Hope just about to go,a fall-

ing raindrop foretells the end of "The Drouth,"
Centré Street is drab and dull with foul smells,musty
fumes when suddenly from a doorway appears the "loveliesti

of lasses "Like a lovely butterfly
Irom a drab cocoon'

The poen describing the poverty of this section of the

city, ends ‘“sweet was the music of her feet
On the coubles of Centre Street."

Another poem describes the lives of sailors and their
dependents on tne shores of the sea, Women widowed by the
water's toll, fishermen pulling at tangled nets, bearing
the weeping and wailing and incertitude of those at home,
ére realistically portrayed, 3ut in spite of all these
nardships, these Tishermen keep at their work that has been
nanded down to them from their forefathers just as others

xeep at their spinning and praying.




His sorrow on hearing of hie father's death is interes-
tingly told in "Three 0'Clock" written in 1923.> The
brother of.the poet met him at a prairie inn one morning and
tney went home wnere they spent some time talking, The
conversation turned to the brother's dead wife and their
growing son, Then he said "Were you at father's funeral?"
The poet nad not heard of his father's death, Then the
brother told how ais father had veen called away three weeks
before., There was gilence for a while, each one knowing
the other's thnoughts, ilemories of his childnoed days came
back to nim - how his fataer would take him into the woods
of Haldimand and there, would tell him stories in a master's
way.He says to his brother: "I cannot remember one word un-
kind our father ever said to any of his children: we were
not driven but led,"
Looking at his watch then, he noticed that it was time to go
to a school, He was supposed to read tc the students at
three o'clock, His brotaer pleads witn nim to cancel the
engagement bul tne poet says:

% Ah no, ah no;

My fatuner would have wished that I should go,
I will take his brave spirit along with me."

"Phe Last Portage"” portrays the last days of the poet
as he would have them, He says he will not grow old, for
a young soul ia an old heart will always keep a man youth-
ful, When he is called, he will go with ¢ =song on his lips
as Lold as the eagle's

" As the stars go out, so let me go

With a, quick leap and a clear lignht
Anda Joyous understonding ©
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"I'll make the Last Portage with Joy =
And I'll find there -

White robed and fair

The Lord of life commanding,"

Another favorite vopic of the poet is old age and old
tnings. In his "Song to the Valiant * he prays that the
Lord may give him bowers Lo near the goal while he is

still young, Wien he reaches his olden days and cannot

write any more he wishes his stay on earth to be short and

brays that he will bve taken away "in the Orients' fine,

swift fashion," 1In ihe saine poem, he says:

"Lord, hear thou the brayer of a poet's aoul
In his fire days, when his lyre Plays,
And his song is swift and passive;
Give to him prowess to near the goal
VWhile nis limbs are firm and nis gight is whole, "

The poet loves ola things, old abbeys, olg inns, ol4d

trees, old china, 914 books ana 0ld men Xnowing all the

€Xperience they have encountered in their Journey throu:

life,
"On His Golden Wedding Day" the husband does not find

the beauty of his wife diminished but increasing every

year, even though there may be pallor in her cheeks, He

would not exchiange nis love for anything

"Age holds the miracle of adoration
When soul meets soul upon love's emminence, "

The poet pointe a woral in tue story of "The Old Crone"
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who wished to own only two sons who were straight and tall
and to disown his crippled son. But when he was older and
nad lost all his money and lands, the two upright sons each
said "This man is no kindred of mine " But the thnird one
came with food and comfort Tor his father who would not look
at him when he was younger,

Again in the "Berry-Pickers" he descrives the blythe and
young berry-pickers and finishes by saying that "01d crones
shiould never gather berries in a wood, "

He finds pleasure also in telling stories of children,
Yvette and Yvonne, twins from Britisn Columbia, were in-
separabvle, Whatever one would do, tne other always would do,.
But God took one of them away and it is true that since %¥%
"What one will do the other maid will do," the little angel
in heaven enjoys the same plencures as the little one lef% on
earih,

Lven Iew York enc lisnhattan ccme in for their share of
raillery, The peet points 6@t that the New York "Pimes"
cffice, where news of the world pours in, is just a short dig-
tance away; from the soup kitchen and its bread line, But
tnis Breadwey with its flare of night clubs hes never heard
a wilte birch sing nor the cold balsan croon, le advises a
little hungry lad,he meets in Times Squere, tc go back to
Liaine, with its "pine-dark hills" bright with snow for the

life here is the life that kills,
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His Patrictism,

There is really not so much to make the poetry of Canada
cifferent from that of the United States, in eo far &s sub-
Ject metter is concerned, The United States has the In-
dians, the prairies, the cattle ranges, the grain, forests
and mines, the same a2s Canada. But Canada's seasonsl
chenges previde material for poetic reproduction,

But I suppose to be a loyal Canadian one must not only
be true to Canada but also support the British Empire. Nr.
MacPonald had something to say about ithis when he was in
Ingland end savw the late King George's corcnation process-
ion -

"And I never will forget the way
An English King rode by,

Nor the wave of cheers tnat bellowed past
In one great endless cry.

B e

"With empty belly none can keep
His patriotism stray;
And when a well-filled King went by
Between a cheering throng,
I stood ag silent as the night
When winds are tired of song,"

Thus we see that on this occasion at least he was not
bubbling over with drur and trumpet patriclism, Speaking
of the present King he saye "lany years later (i.e.after
1902) in liontreal I spent several delightful hours with
his Royal Highness, the Prince of Weles, & man as de=-

lightfully without snobbishness as could be found in
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a2ll the earth," At least he likes the character of the

Royalrﬁanﬁlyg

Mr, Macbonald is s true Canadian., In the greater number
of nis poems he speoks of Canada and of nis love for her,

"I love my land toco well to speak

The lie she loves to hear,
I know she has z painted cheek,
And callous is her ear
And the bard who eings of pleasant things
Is the one sne holdeth dear."
"A Song to the Valiant" may be the forbear of a genuine
Canadian Literature. He feels all the delights of the Cana-
dian outdoors in this poem. We find the man who loves his
ceuntry and all it gives him, It is a colorful poem, suf-
fused vith the qualities of the Canadian spirit and the beau-
ties of the Canadian habitat,

Although lir, MacDonald is of Scottish descent, we do not
find any trace of it in his works, Wilfric¢ Campbell's
patriotic poetry contained a lot of the idea of Anglo-Saxon
unity and the imberialistic destiny of the British peoples.
Ve f'ind him einging with equal wermth of England, the United
States @znd Cansada, But iir, liacDonald's 1is ctrictly Cana~-
dian, Very seldom does he mention Englang,

Campbell, hnewever, did write a poem "Cancda" in which he
has a sincere sense of nistory, of histerical background and
heroic origins as well as of =« people whom the vastness of

tnieir homeland should spur on to a great and noble destiny,

Other Canadian pcets have pleaded *for the future greatness
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of our people, "fhe Collect for Dominion Day" by Charles
G. D, Roberts is a prayer for unity. The poet, like Wilson
Jaclonald in his Confederation Ode, pictures a young nation
5111l sleeping but ahout tc arouse iiself to confront its
destiny., Somewnat c¢ifferent is hie "Canada" from Lr, kac-
Donaslats pdem. He asks how long it will be before Canada
will wske up and stand on hedown feet and claim for herself
the rank of a nation, He talks zbvout Canada's trade and the
heroic parts of Canadian History,

kiay 1927, saw Canade celebrating her Diamond Jubilee of
Confederaticen and he commemorates this by an Ode. Ee begins
the poera by telling the charms of maturity enumerating such
thinge as dusk, red fruit in an old orcherd, cld men and old
women, Yellow grass, burst milkweed pods, ripe golden-rcds,
mystic streets of old cities and "the wisdom of the philos-
ophic page" are the other things that hold interest for us,
One feels a certain satisfaction in having achieved a goal =0,
in the same wanner "there is & glory in completed life.,"
But, egually there is atitraction in youth, anrnd in spring with
its showers &nd opening buds, Then he addresses Britain,
euvlogizing her for all slie has done in tne past, He thanks
ner for leading his ancestors to Cenada, She is enshrined
with temples, nistory, sea-vicitories and bright renown, Over
ner reigns a king upon viiose head rests a shining crown
fushioned by golden hammers of bard snd seer," He tells

Great Britein thet she is at thne micd-dey of her life, while
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Canada is just an infant, Her wings are strong but we
Canadiane are just trying ours, Nevertheless,some of our
people can keep abreast of the "big shots" who have reached
the heights in England. Canada is likened to the quarrice
from which custles are built, and, DBritain, tec the castles
already vuilt, BPBut fwom these quarries no one knows what
may spring. Canada is so vast with so many matchless lakes
and stireams with its "virile seasons." But not one part of
this great beauty from the scuthern extremity tc the-
northern pines is duve to anything that we have done., God
has given thesc beauties to us as a heritage. Out of the
laest sixty years such memorable names as lacDoneld, Carticr,
Brown and Laurier stand cut as a wvaliant company. These men
were tune cause of the union of the nine porovinces into the
Federation of the Dominion of Canada, They could look =zhead
to the present time and see Canzda rising up to be one of the
countrices of the world., Tut instead of having a history to
recerd like we have, it would be better to have written down:- .

"She was a nation loved and wooed by Pan,

And beauty in her kingdowus was restored,

Her frontiers denced with flowers snd singing trees,

For any gun was heard along the ccast,

Nor on her highways any armed host

For rich nor poor were found between: her seas,

She was awake to hecnor's peaceful call;

And sie was fair and tolerant to all,

-

Dreams such as this are not true; but unless we dream znd
vision new tiings, no deeds of great repute will ever be
bern, The poem closes with a Tinal exhortation to his fel-

low Cznacdians to cast away all evil ways, to ve fine, hercic,




strong and true "sounding the golden age that is to be,”

Charles G, D, Rovert's poew "Cinada" ig somewhat difter-
ent from ilr, lacbonald's poem. He asks now long it will be
before Canada will wake up and stand con hner own feet and claim
for herself ihe rank of a nation, He talks about Canadian
trade and the heroic partes of Cenadian history,

Jo D, Logan, contrasted with lir,JMachonald, in his "Ode To
Canada" speaks of Lurope's countries and how they are governed
in cenparison with tihe beaceful Canada, The themwe of his
"Land blest with Youth" has some of the some ideas as Lir, liac-
Doneld, ssying thet the Cansdian shield sheuld ue directing
nerself to higher things and the eventual brotherhocd of man,
In "A Song to Csnoda" he declamres his land is given up to the
quest of geld, to the exclusion of the "old wounding messege
of truth and the appeal of beauty. He contrasis man's mater-
ialietic interests with the natural magnificence of the coun-
try., This is the same theme as Lir, lMacDonald follows in most
of his patriotic poems,

All the Canadion poets up to this time had been exnort-
ing in their pogiry for Canada to stand up against the evil
ways, lLir, LacDonald in wmany of nis poems asks Conada tc cast
away, the evil ways alsc, He is pledged to the caucge of

universal brotherhoed, According to nim Canada has not enough

national spirit since the characteristics ehe is showing,are

anytuning but spiritual,
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But althecugh Lir, liacDonzld may not be Pleased with the

people of Canada, we can sece that he is truly Canadian in his

other poems. Canada has been blest with aesthetic beauties of

hature - from the Praries to eastern Canada - all of censider-

able beauty. The external character and unchengeability of

nature tinted with the personality of the writer shows his af-

fecticn for his own native soil,

That he is Conadian to the core, there is no doubt,

He admires England, yes, "How Eternal is England!" he exclaim-

ed as he walked down her lanes reading Gray's Elegy,"




His Religion as obtained froem nis Poems,

The Seng of the Undertow is more than a poem; it is a

confessicnal of faith, While he was in England he says he
was gulded by the Divine Hand +to different places, All of
thesge placee brought him to better {oriune. And in this sage
of atheiow when everybody is trying to say that there 1is no
God, he cannot help but believe that there is one, even though
many skeptics would say otherwise,

ir, MacDonald himself writes in the Preface to one of
his later editions "You may say that it was a coincidence that
I met Reverend James I, Houssemayne,du Boulay, Lir., and lire,
5. R. Button, Lrs. Berryman and J, Philip Collins, who one and
all received me in such Christlilke spirit, (These pecple he
met on his trip through England,) You may be right. There
may be no Divinity Who shapes cur ends. But I would be a poor
gamoler if I doubted the evidence given to my soul in the yeary
1912, If this confession of faith had veen published six year
ago, the critics would have received ny evidence with con-
tempt, Many will yet do so, for unbelief is still strong in
commercial and academic circles, But is is surely end slowly
dying. The pendulum moves atrangely, To one generation a
man is not a true philosopher unless ne hes feound faith, to
anotner he is not a real thinker unless he is 2 believer., One
atfitude is as nonsensical as the cther, One New York writer
advised we in a paternal vay to aveid the word "God," If I

were agnostic to the heart, I would not svoid this word, I
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would use it for the majesty which its utterance brings, I
would chant it because the very fibre of its sound is strength
to the soul,

The radical of toeday ie often more narrow and bigoted
than was ever the worst fundamentalists in their radicalism,
If o writer uses the word "Gog" they immediately force some
church's conception of God upon that scribe. I may use the
word "God" to describe a gloricus vision of my own soul which
is utterly at variance with any deity of a church or nation,
or of any other individual on earth, and I shall use this ma-
jesetic word, despite the skeptic's sneer, until nmy pen lies
down beeide its firnished task,"

He also writes that "this is an age of doubt - nct the
beautiful deuvt of Hardy - but the flippant doubt of shallow
reasoning, The swu:it of this peak of agnesticism was reach-
ed in 1929; Today they are groping for a new feith - scunething
infinitely lovelier than the bling faith of many of our ances-
tors., That some great force did direct me in the great moments
of distress, as I walked alone through England, I believe with
&n unshakeable faith, Skepticism is =« natural thing in arti-
ficial places but who could aoudt God as h¢ walked down an
English lane,"

These are the poet's own words, We see that he really bve-

lieves that there is =& God, And although we cannot fix him




in any particular church or sect we know that he prays to this

God and also thenks him for the many favours received, especial-A

ly for the beauty of Nature with which we are surrounded,

"Not because He was a Jew
And of David's line,

But because He is true,
And because He is fine;
Net because He is God,

In an ordered part

But, because He is good
Isténe Lord of my heart."

This short stenza sums up the reasons for his having a God

and for hig loving Him.

He is not & hater of Catholicism, as we see in these

lines:-

"If sadness overwhelms you with its power
If in your beads of rosary you find
Peace for the heart and mind
Then will I bless this chamm
And pray it keeps you from all earthly harm,
But, maid of those sad eyes
L.y temples are all domed with shining skies;
I’y rosary is on the beaded lawn
And in the wood at dawn;
Ky ritual is a sunlight on a sea,
Ky cloisters walled by wind *

"I will not stesl those comforts which you know
But I shall bare uy head "

Vhile your carved beads of rosary are spoken,

He thinks of God as a kindly God and if he should die he
knows k€ will remember "the voice of a poet who grieved him of
ten and often blasphemed, and yet who had moments of love
which an angel, immune to forgiving, could not understand,

In 1931 he writes "I muse by the sea and find,

In ageless wster and sand,

The Word of the laster's mind
The grope of the liaster's hand,"

i
i
i
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He finds that God is stern and just; a God of forgive-
ness and mercy, He made the jegged cold mountain as well as
the soft-petalled flower,

“Nor cculd we go to Death so gallantly
Had we not learned the friendliness of slumber,"

lets us know thati he has not the strong fortifications of our

religion, He refers to God in different places as the Laster

of Colours,.




i
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Love ags Treated in nhis Poenms,

Nr, liachonald's poems generally tell of a meaiden dis-
dzining his love and leaving his spirit brcken. He generally
seeks comfort in tue wilderness, In "The Garment," the poet
weaves a garment of kisses for a girl who tosses it away in
preference for another which is more costly than any bard or
seer could ever bring her, She will hunt for his garment
some day but will not ve able teo rind it then,

"On tne Stair" descrives a lady of unusual beauty which

he knows for a short while but dces not see again. He walks

. , . . . . 5 : - 4
through tne woods af'ter he meets her "Knowing ,that star will

no more light my skies,"

"You are a Haven" has a different tone, telling how a wo-

man assuages his sorrow after he is tired writing,
" I wonder if amid this strife,

That stabs my heart with pain

The lover's perfect hour of life

Vill e'er be mine agoin,"
is the beginning of a poem where he wonders if another love
ghould appear withh all the qualities of his former love, would
the sky be as wanuly tinted for him, as it was,

Tne loneliness of a bachielor on a night when all the
benedicts are at home with their wives and little children
playing around them is told in "Christmas Dinner at Child's,”

Ancther of ais musings is "As a Vhite loon," liaybe
the poei's words could swn up the theoulits here
" a8 a white moon comes to a lonely cloud,

Dark with tne grief of many unshed tears,

She came to me; and even as tnat orb
She flooded me with light and tnen passed on
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Leaving my darkness greater than before,"
"A Street Song" seems to sum up all these love poems

"No love have I
Wnose heart was made for loving"

but he has feound his love since he wrote this poem,
In "The Retinue" he tells his loved one how she is
"Light when there is no star.”" The pavement she walks on is
dear to him, and if she should go, all things would be deso=-
late,

August, 1926 finds the poet contemplating where
will he go walking with nis new love. By the sea, in the
wood, on the hill will not drown out the thoughts of his old
love, so he choses a city street where the tramping of feet
viill cause him to ferget it,

Love is sought in varicus places, as we find out in "The
Searcher", written April, 1929, but it is sought in vain,

"Love ccmes to me from unexpected places,
But never by the pathway where I wait "

S e e e e em et e e e B e e

And then like drops of come divirner rain
Love beat upon my door,"

"The Call® portrays pernsps nis distrust in women,

"The bitterns cry

At tue world's cold edge

But their notes are sweeter far
Than the warmer word

On a false maid's tongue

In the land where fake things are M

Charles G,D, holLerts ssys of nis poem "Ex{i", that it is
the finest in the English language. The theme - tiie hard

ground opensg easily to the bodies of the olg but bitterly re-
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ceives those of the young. Elizabeth was young but,
wiy should she ve given to the coldest lover under
the sky, VWhy should she be doomed to rest so long in
her bed Torlorn ir the churchyard where the grasses
grieve bvitterly for her,

Mr, liacDonald, as we have seen, wae a man of
strong afrections and lavished them warmly on the
friends found in his poems, He loves few und he loves
deeply., Those he loves are so much a part of him,
that when they depart from him, the blow shatters him,
almoat beyond recovery., All his love poems tell the
same tale - the tale of aftfection and poetry, And
well they may, for that is the tale of Lr. lMacDonald's
life,

To climax this, we might a2dd that lir. Wileon liac-
Doneld was married this winter to Dorothy Ann Colomny

of Vassalboro, l.aine,
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His Poems of Lament.

Cénada mourned for Bliss Carmén, her best-loved
poet who died at his home in MNew Canaan, Conneticut,
June 8, 1929, He was a lyrical poet and given to
vivid descriptions of nature. Iir, liecDonald wrete a
boem at his death "The World of Beauty is in Deep Dig-
tress." He expresces the mourning of the world when
"one sweet singer has laid down his lyre.," Fate was
xind to prolong nis life till spring had come., She did
not make him sing his song agein in this world but
tune¢ him to eing Lis song again in a lonelier land
where there is Bternal Bpring, It was not strange
that ne should die at noonday for he had "noonday in
his heart." All the flowers of the roadside will wait
in vain for him now., XNo one shall ferget "His great
gaunt figure crowned with tamelecss hair," or Yhis fine,
unhampered throat and ageless eyes," The tideg of
Grand Pré, the elms of ¥redericton, the reeds of liinas
Basin will all have a new grief to add to their s8O0rYOWS,
The former grief was for Theodore Harding Rand - one of
those who did so iuch to help him in his ambitiocne to

becone a poet, Heé was ‘born in Hova Scotia, His
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"Dragonfly" is unmatched in Canadian poetry,

Mr, MacDonald also vwrote a boem on the death of an
organ-master, Garfield Thomas, It tells how another per-
gon is now playing his organ but he cannot rlay with the
same feeling as the former organ-master, If one were to
tear up old organs, one would find many a broken heart
lying therein. Today the organ master Plays in heaven -
immortel chords and bars which we can hear if we would
pass through the stars, The sfops he uses are the winds
of heaven,

Again he mourns for Sirp George Parkin, He com=
pares life to a fugue built on cherdes and when Parkin
went he left a gap in the rhythm of the song, le was

Tine-mannercd and cnivalrous,

"He took your way of thinking with a warmth
Or differed with you as a gentleman,"

This o0ld man of eighty years has " a flavour of great
richnesg," He was a fine aristocrat of this youthful
country and deserves all the Praise which he has caused
himself to merit,

Pauline Johnson also merits a poem by kr, MacDonald,

This may be the right time to talk of hie feeling to-
wards man, The idea of human brotherhood finds itself
well portrayed in his "Song of Lrotherhood," "Song of

Eetter Understanding" and "B@?oary.“ Why should we be




not
partial to certain rsces and beliefs? Why shoulq\we all
work for universal development? We should seek the best
Thet
elements in all human life ang thought, ﬁﬁe should help

the progress oif the whole human race by mutual service

and understianding becomes an igeal 01 supreme importance,

Almost cverythning he has written ie important for
Lhis consiceration, His militent advocacy of brother-
hood and pantheistic Taith is digplayed in "Barbary,"
The wuslivy is idealistic, and yet acknovledges the so-
called "realities of life," It is zomvard looking and
conficent in the tuture or man., It cannot ve fully de-

fined in words bu* can be senseaq,



- 60 -

Influences on the Poet,

As in England, Viordsworth commtinged with nature,
80 in Canada, Lmmpman and Carmen did the some,  As in
Hingland, Scott described and vivified the life of ths
Scottish Hignlander, so in Canada, Pauline Johnson and
Willi=m H, Drwanond pictorpinliscd %na 1ife of tne Indim
and the Habitant, Also, Robert Service may be compared
to the English Byron. Then in England, arose a remantic
group of poets in the persons of Keats and Biielley who
did not care for pilcturesque subjects or themes which
teught a moral, So, in Canada, arose larjorie Pickthall
and Lr, Wilsom l.mcDonald, In vy MacDonsldl's vori we
find the luxury of Lents, the ecstasy of Snelley, the
seriovusness of Wordsworth, the naivete o7 3laie

lir, liacDonald has given us the poems of his choice
Trom English Literature, ie snys  "The elurive loneli-
ness and wistfulness of the Lucy poems of Wordsworin
make them more satisfying to me than eny othler love poang
in our language, Ly Tavorite poems at this time of my
life (1902) were "Intinations on Limortelity" oy Words-
werth; "Frieads in Paradige® by Vaugnan; "In the Down-
nill of Life" by Collins; "Ode to a Uightinzale" and
"La Belle Dame sans i.ercil by Keats; "Tne Jragonfly" and
"Song Waves" by Kead; "Lycidos" uwy illilton; "The Elegy"
by Gray; and the Lucy poems of Wordswortn. In the pass-

ing of years, I unve added grectly to tiin

vlensire nouse,

i
i
]
i
i
I
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ner heve I forscken any 29 ny enrly Loavea, I fions
v (v

read "La belle Damue Sans lierci" as I walked a country
roadside just above Harrowsmith, Cancda, and my ecstasgy
was 80 great I weot. On2 o the lovelieat %ands" in
literature is in btais poem "anld jor eyes were wild,®
And "palely loitering" is a verttable bugle-cry .0 my
soul, Henry Vaughon's Blegy "iFriends in Paradise® is,
in wy cpinion, one of the noblest utterances of all
time, When I wandered along country focds in the va-
gabendia days of life, this poem lay often like a sweet
morsel on my lips, David Copperfield, Lornn Doone

and VWuthering Heights are ny three favo;ite English no-

vels, o

English poets have been concerned wih hnuaan beings

and traditions but Canada nas noit existed long enouszn to

Save suen traditioas and institutions. And thus Cana-
dian poets are 1or the most part, only concerned with
nature,

Archibald Lampman wrote poetry witia il eyse and
spirit of Keats and Wordsworth., Scott writes with tihe
eye of liathew Arnold for naturslistic snd ioral hanaty
cid chaste artistry, But Wilson hacDonsld writes simp-
ly Tor the love of nature and the solace he zets from

(&

ner,
Keats is the poet of beauty; of tihe bYeauty in

nature, in the art of words, 1 oo Lite




With Keats heauty is everywhere cnd no uetter where we
travel with him, we will find it., But Xeats had all nim-
self in nig poews, IHe wotehed nsitrs intendlr, saw her
and felt her, To a certain extent also, lir.iacDonald
vatciies nature, sees and feels her, "La Belle Dame

5

Sans Lerci" which Vilsow lacvorneld likes 80 much, seems
to express some of the same thoughts which he expressed
in his poems, especizlly ia "i'sieu,"
"I met a lady in tne meads
Full beautiful, - a fairy's child,
Her nair wes long, ner foot wns Lisat
Al e Goroo rers il
Does not this descrip.ion from Hests! poen resemble the
description given by lir, iacDonald in "i'sieu?"
Lie ripeness a1d maturity for which our poet so of-
B J i

ten expres-es his love is also found in ¥eats' poem

we get the picture of the vines and

ct

"In autumn," In i

apple trecs and nuts, with their ripened fruit, vlump -

and wmcllow,

Poetry is the spring tha® unlociis the midder Life,
the essential life and all tuaet i= ir a poet, Werdsworta
thought that lature and i.an were adapted to each other,
In his poetry, lion and Wature are one, Ian and nature,
nature and art, sea and land, beasts and birds come in
everywhere, Ve can see liow far Mr, hacDonald is aXkin to
Wordswortin in this quotation:

"Tien Besuty ran the coralled wind
And tossed me all her keys;

And I was one with the snouting rock,
was one wita tne singing senrs,

nr Y

4
vas one witn that grent comradesiiv
Ci tall unconquered trees ¥

)




Tiie instinet of Wordsworta was to interpret all tie
operations of nature by those of his own strenuous apul,
We can easily define the difference vetween Wordsworth
ana eats, Keats loved nature for her own sake, It
was not bbscured in any symbolism or morality as Sﬁelleys
Vo2, He nas said

"A thing of beauty is a joy forever" and "Beauty
is all
is truth, truth beauty, - thaﬁhye know on earth, snd all
ve need to know.,"
Ve have seen from the poems already discussed that Xeats
has perhsps influenced iL.r. HacDonsld in his works,

Let us demand with Wordswortih "Waut iz » pcet?" He
will reply or us. "Ee is o ssen epeaing Lo azal a man,
it is true, endowed with more lovely seneibility, more
enthusiasm and tenderness, who has s greater mowledge of
hwson nature and a more compreaensive roul taan ore sup-
Zeosed te e common auong mankind; a nan pleased with his
ovn pasaionsz nad volitions oat Ll AN IS i T GRS A T
other men in the spirit of 1ite %het is in him; delignt-
ing to contemplate similar volitions anc poscicong ¢s
manifested in the goings-on of the Universe, ené habitual-
ly impelled to create them wiere he does not find theun,"

If this is the correct answer to our gquestion we

may certainly esy that kr. L.acDenald is o born poet,




Lile Wordewerth, Nr, liscDonald revisited the scenes
familisr in earlier yeeors, falls into tnis mood and is
brompted to great reflecticn, Wordsworth was filled with
a contemplative quictism which deominated his epirit, mak-
ing it feel thie harmony that existed bhetween nature and
the human soul, Kr, LizcDonald senses this harmony alsc
and has the power tec impart this feeling to others, We
can feel his Joy on arriving home in -

"Home is the Port of all Content,

And joy's clernel leaven;

And six days brought us sight of land;

And we made pert in scevea;

and cevery wilc wee lilte » orung

On a ladder up to Heaven,

It scems to coincide with the feelings expressed in

Worcswortn's lines -

"Bliss wes it in that dawn to belicve
But {o he young weoe very heaven,"

ar, lieclonald's pen is dedicsted to the service of
man, He tries to unsecl the joys that are so nesr at
nend and to which most offi us zre blind,
Our poet is very nesr to CGray also. For he, can add
lere and there graphic bits of numan portroiture
"With pleasant rhythm breaking at ner heels
Ly lady now descends the ample stair;
I cannot see her, but the dark reveels
A 1lily of pure bveauty in her hoir,"
Perhaps we might spend a little time in contrasting

him with Shelley, Shelley weas airy; Mr, kacbonald is

carthy, Shelley's londser e vias winds and clouds and




the stars in their courses., ZEverything with lim was dis-
tant and solitery. lir, lacDonald's landscape is our well-
loved trees, seas, mountaing and pleins, Shelley's world
is alweaye moving, never etill; lr, llacbonald piciures na-
ture in her calm moods. Never was there such a poet us
Shelley who could make his readers tax their imaginastion,
making us live life eamong thne ideag ond the elements, ra-
cing cver his abundance of ideas and images and lecving
his zudience in an intellectiual fog., He can hTe very un-
intelliginle. ¥r, llachenald, on the contrery, is never
go, One is able to follew his idea from the start to the
finish of a poem, WNMr, Broch has sald of Shelley "There
wee soumethiing ineipid in what ne adnmired, even in real
people, fer he wes not aware of their real qualities;
and these, .when they forced themsclves upon his notice,
affront his dreems, and thereiore, seem tc him devilish
insterd of numan.," He knew nothing of the rezl, Mr,
I.aecDonald can understand and appreciate people, Toke,for
instance, Kis componion "Bill" of "The S6lig of The Under-
tow," To-day, nhe is offering "Bill" a wvaluavle gift, if
ne can be found, for his kindness rcndered during the
trangs-atlontic Jjourney.

Tne Philadeclphia Fublic Ledcer saye, referring to

Wilson i.ecbonzld - "He possesces the inmerery end exquisité
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choice of words of « Wilde, combined with the virile
originality of a llasefield." In spite of this conment,
I still think thet lLir, LacDonsld's "English Bay" owes
gsomething to lieselield's "Cergoes," The rhyme ccheme
does nct swing as much as Lasefield's, but there is a
1ilt te it that cennot bve mistaken for anything but a
copying of "Cergoes." Ve will quote -
"I want to go to English Boy,tc see the old tugs
towing;
Tie black tugs,the strong tugs,tinc tugs of sturdy soul -
The piguy craft that draw the large -
Obedient loowm and the docile targe,
With pride of their imporuvant cnarge in every
movement showing,"

A Tew others of iir, liaeDonzld's poeme remind us of
Lagelielda's "Ecauty," both in metre and construction,

"I have seen dsvn and sunsct on meors and windy

hills
Coming in solemn becuty like slow o0ld tunes of
Spain

I have seen ledy April bwringing the daffodile,
J :

Rl R O e T T T U,

"I have hesrcé the seong of bloussoms and the old chaat
of the seas"

Thie wbove werde of i asclield arc not at all Gissimiler
to the following lines from our poet-

"I nave tried the strength of the salt turf where the
' Lest sun leaves tle

world,
I have welked¢ Untario's lilac lands,in the late liay's

wistiul wecather,
I have bressted winds off Labrador where tne whole

sea~etrengih is hurled;

B en e e e e e e e -

I have heard ine yorse on Demcon H1LlL bresking their

gelden pods;
ave the grim

Tiartvoent dmw - .

I have watcheu the blue St,Lawrence 1




any of Lir, liacbonald's poemns cen bhe compared to
Carmen's - " A Wood Pathi," Carmen recells the beauty of na-
ture while he welked through the woods one twilight evening
with a cbmpanion. Ir, MacDenzld's poems are cften sorrow-

ing for the one who is net with him now, There is no di-
&

rect teaching in iir., LiacPonald's poetry, such ag we find in

Arnold, Brovning or Carmen,

Marjorie Pickthall goes o step farther then Wilson liacw
Donald, in so far as religion is concerned,

"Wihere it is finished" reminds us of Our Lord's blocdy
sweat, Gethesemone, and the crown of thorns, Nr, LescDonald
never mentions these, He speanks of God, mere or less aes a
name only, never going intc such detaile,

"In the Wilde" by Archibald Lsmpman has the same rush of
melody asg the "Song of the Ski" by nir, MadDonald.

"We run with rushing streams that toss and spume;
Ve speed or dreamn upon tne cpen meres
n

The pine-woods [old us in their pung
The thunder of wild water Tills our e

L2}

D =e

nt gloom;
rs,"

jaxs

Duncan Cawmpbell Scott's poems seem to glow with
warmti: of words ond fecling., They are, fer the most part,
fuller of action than are Wilson IiacDonald's - We shall
gquote from Dr,Scott:

"The veetleg clattered &t the bling,
The hawks fell twanging from the sky,

The weet unrolled o feathery wind,
And the night fell sullenly."




lir, lacDhonald ways in nis Preface o "Quintrane of

Callendar:¥ "It is always easy to forecast the criticism of
a ppeudo -critic. A clever Canadian prose writer recently
wrote a etory in tne French-Cenadian dislect and wos

straightway accused of imitating Dr. Drummond,

T will undoubtedly be accused of imitating tae brillant
autnor of the Habitant, altaough wmy themes, wetre, humor,
petnos, &c., &re as remote from Dr., Drumscend's style and sub-

ject as they are from the style and subject matter of Chaucer,

The French-Canadisn dialect was used long pefore it was

used by Dr, Drummend and it will be useé by writers for

generations to come,

I am a sreat acdmirer of William Henry Drunmond, He lov-
ed the French-Canadisns and I know he vould be thé fifst to
welcome another writer's interpretation of tnis loveable
pecple, Dislects belong to no writer, They are of the uni-
versel equipment of all authors,”

Ve do nB% know ourselves that pocic who use the same
language cennot avoid sometimes using the same words as ot=
her pocts, cc we will not go into the watter of locking at
l.r. JiacDenald's vocabulary as compared with former poets.

On sccount of the proximity of the United States of
Americe we wust look in Cenadien literature feor complications
which could be overlooked in tiie case of the other count-
ries, The Cenadian sclicol has not been greatly touched by

the writers across the vorder, Whitman and Imerson give




some of theilr thought and philosophy te our writers, WVhit-
man is pantneistic, He takes great pleasure in nature and
joy in being close to her, He identifies himself with her,

"His quality of cosmic conscicusness is fundamental

n the Canadian poetic outlock," an emin§at critic has stated.

o e S

"The heroie gplendour of his "Out of the Wilderness"
caused critics cn voth eides of the Atlantic to herald the
arrivael of a new VWhitman on the north American continent.

It ig not hyperbole to proclaim that Wilson ilacDonzld is a
new, elemental force in poetry, prerhaps the first since
Whitman," (Toronto Saturday Night,)

Whnitnent's roeucl of brotnernood is founa in the works of
Wilseon iiacDonald, Vinitmen is o real vagabend and lir,klaclon-
ald, like him, glories in vagabondage, There is no cuestion
of a return to nature for either of them, They never left
it, For WVhitmen, the teeming life of the town was as won-
deriul as the big solitude of the earth, Their art is the
utterance of both sincerity and bheauty, filled with vital-
ity., Whitman often failed because he lacked humor, This
cannot ve saild of Lir, liecDonald,

.

Viiiitman is unmmoral, In nis anxiety

4~

to #peck out freely,
siiply and noturelly, ne seems to have bungled rather bad-
ly. We find nothing unusual or imnoral in Vilson liacDonald-

Everything is esung irn wulk, Whitman's range of vigion
is cosmic as may be seen in hig "Song of tue Open Roagd"

and "The Song of tne Relling Earth.," Here are no detailed




effects, no difference in the shade of meanings, They are
huge panora.ic effects. It is a great spyle and an impressive
style. On the other hand lr, liacDonald gives us details
even in nis vagabond songs and we find him algo very versa-
tile in his style,

"nitman had "a pleasant, uninterested saunter through the
world - no hurry, no fever, no sirite, hence no bitterness,
no depression, no wasted energieg - - - in all his tastes
end atiracticns alweys ailming to live tnoroughly in the free
noncialsnt spirit of the day., "lacDonald has not this out-
leok of life, He is interested in all that is going on a-
tout iim and ready to put in poetry anything that is most in-
teresting to us,

Our American pcet treats of the vulgar and the ordinary
and the comwonplace, Lr, LacDonald also treate ef topics
that are known to all of us and therefore his poetry is very
near to the people for whom he is writing., Whitnen places
first the educative influence of nature in the same mznner
&8 deces Lr, liacDonald, The general efrect of hoth of their
writinzs exercises a remarksble teonic influence and seems to
give to the reader & stronger and more courageous outlock,
They voth found in nature, a companion, a friend and a lov-
er,out in bLoth,we find an absence of intensity and depth
when spealking of religious themes, And well might these two
poets be so siwilar for they hoth lived somewnat thne same
lives, Just as Lr.liacDonald tried his hand at so mony trades
during nis youth

co Vit el o
' FO Phitman tried farming, teaching,
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printing, editing, tfravelling, nursing, He was slso a
mechanic and Government clerk, Both of them had seen much
of the daily routine of life and were cble to apureciate

their fellow-creatures and their surrcundings,
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HIS STYLE,

Every werd he uses is brief and familisr to. ue,
He puts his ideas across so clearly to the reader that we zm
cannot help seeing definitely the mind of the poet. He
does not use extra words or superfluous phrases, All is
direct and rigorous - the right words used in the right
Place, conveying the right meaning
"Or crawl like frozmen flies at chess" describes the
people who would rather stay indoors than cnjoy the fresh
air of the open,
"I float, I fall;
The world lesps up like a lunging carp.
I land erect and the tired winds drawl
A lazy rune on a broken harp."
tells ue vividly his adventures while gkiing,
What could be more realistic than this?
"Crash of silver, smasnh of plate,
And tne vieion is no more:
Long, white tables, cold, sedate,
And the slowly-swinging door,
llock accouiremcntis of state
Of a lonely bachelor,"
Or this from Ghost Hornpipes?
"Then they do all things
That in lif'e were sweet;
They dance glow hornpipes
Viith their {leshless feet
Tap, tap; bone to board,
Their joints crecking lcoud!

One who died in his bed
Dances in a shroud,




He is truly a gleaming marvel of dexterous craftsmanship
in words, One cannot doubt for a mmoment the reality,
whether imdginative or actual of the emoticnal experiences
thich they record. liany of his pcems, to be sure, are
somewhat lighter as we can see from "Star Sondals" -
"Thne stars have lost their sandals in the sea;
They drift,a eilver host,scross the bars;
The silver shc€ of Venus blown alee,
And that red, flaming moccasin of lars,
T.c vustere host of heaven that march the night,
With leagues of gilent chaos in each stride,
Lament when they behold their fallen lignt
Drift, #xirx in a chartless joy, across the tide."
But the total effect of a2ll is one of stark sincerity,
The directness 2f om¢ of his poems are ennanced by

swift phirasing, &s in the "Song of tnhe Ski*

WI'll ride the air
Vith a dauntless dare"

and "The slim wood quickens,tne air takes fire -

and "Swiftcr anc swifter grows my flight
The dark pineg eanse the unending white
The lean cold birches, az I go by,
Are like blurred etehings against the sky,"

The poet can also give the impression of utter spontans.

ity.
"The sun was ehining, it was noon,
The pretty maiden pasesed me by
Like a lovely butterily
From a drad cocoon,”
Wilson i.achoneald has a contrel of lovely words and emno-
tional power znd gives us passages of exceptional beauty,

but few of his poems are free from the poet's distinctive

personality. Without thest perscnality bubbling through, it

vyould not be Wilson liacDonald's peetry.
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His poems are for the most part, short, full of verve,
with swift turn of phrase and a rhythm that carries all tie

Pictures along with it, They have vigour, action, life-

lixeness, picturesqueness, They sre fine and masierful in

tecrnical artistry and impressive too. They appeal to

the heart and the imagination, When talking with a perscn
we can guage the feeling they express by thne tone they use,
The feelings of animals and birds can be ascertzined by the
variations of tone and punctuation, Poetry has its rhythm
to express the feelings of the utterer. And the meaning of
lr, liacbonald's poems is obtained not only from the ideas
wiiich they convey but also in the manner they are conveyed,
The style never lacks colour, His verve is full of grace
and ease of mpvement., His rhythm is always alive and is
changed to suit Lis theme. We will cite some examples,
From "The Séng of The ¥Flashing Door" we take this excerpt,
"The Door is flashdng tec and fro;
The light leups out in amber streams i
I gather up a shafi and go §
Back to the sleeping iiosts below ;
And thread the light within their dreams" - i
and from "Why not I"
"If the i'lower can draw blue from the sky
Why not I?
If the leaf can draw green from the sun
Why not T?"
anc from the "Song to the Valiant",
"Hilloo the dusk,
And hilloo the dark!

,The wind hath a tusk
And I wear its mark.
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The day's last spark hath a valiant will
Hilloo the dsrk on the wind-swept hilll! ¢

In some of his verse we find a singing quality.
"In the winter on the snow
I can heur his shoes
Crunching me welcone,
Crunching me adieus:
But wuerever he goes
e leaves no clues,"
describes the toll-gate man,
M
"No wage she earns
Yor glory gains
As sne weaves wunite ferns
On tne window .unes,"
One cannot szy that l.r, liacDonald ie in any way dainty
either in tune use of words or in his rhythm. ZEven his
most delicate pcem "I love 0ld Thingse" has & certain qual-
ity of strength about it,

He discloses absolute mastery in economy of means, He
can employ delineative line with swift and sure artistry to
make a picture,

"I hear tne sounda of the breaking cof glass,

The crushing of stone,the falling of uLridges

The hurrying of people to and fre."

The picture stirs ocur visual faculiy and our imaginations,
We can impresc on our minds a vivid picture in a single
line,
"Phe dying sunlight falls along the sky"
YIng & &
Or "The wind is neavy-footed as &n ox,"
Lir, liacDonald's poews are not crowded with tne r.etapliors

svmbols snd ifigures of epeech that other poets dburden us
~ [

with, He uses gcenerally tae iambic foot and most of nhis
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lines are t%%ameter linee,

lis writing gives us the idea of freedom, The stories
are conveyed to us in the finest words and in the simplest
sentences he can Tind,

Repetitiqn of verses eften occur at the end of a poenn -
usually to better impress upon our winds what the poet wish
es us to know,

Summing up, we moy say that he is a poet and a man full
of Canadian vigour and understanding, fusing into his poens
2 spirit of youthfulness and = worsnip of bLeauty and nature,
using a full-bedied, muscular masculine style and colloqui-

¢l and familiar words,
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AN __ ESTINATE,

And yet, after all, what o little way such investiga-
tions carry us! Literary analysis can no more give the
secret of genius than chemical analysis can give the secret
of living. Wilson liacDonald ie uniqgue, TFrom the beginning
he watched 'nature's gentle doings' as no one else ever
did. Watched - that was his business; not interpreted --
that was Wordsworth's, To see things and to feel them, to
dream is his story. From first to last his home is in
quiet places,

The test of a poet is not low much he produces, but how
mucn the Tuture generations will read, He is the kind of
a poet one would pick up and read after a hard day's work
Or perhaps enjoy at a lakesnore picnic. He is & great poet
in an age when hardly anyone gives himself time to look a-
bout nim, any more than hLialcolm Campbell would, in his
Bluebird on Dayton Beacn. ¢ has the pewer to console the
arfflicted, to bring healing into our lives and therefore is
very precicus to nis readers,

The noblest passages of Donte, Shakespeare and liilton
are the simplest ones, So hacDonsld must be great, His
thoughts can bve easily carried to all the‘world. He writes
for the mechanic as well as the cultured classes,

William Arthur Deacon in the New York Times Book Re-
view says "In the present generation of poets, whose name

is legicn, Wilson liacDonald is the outstanding figure




William Lyon Phelps, in picking the ten best books of
poetry of tihe year, chose both the "Caw=-Caw Bullade® and
"A Flagon of Beauty." No other writer on this continent
had mere than cne voock chosen, Tnis is enough to show tha
his poems will live,

S. organ-Powell in the liontreal Star says "Wilson liac-
Donzld is beyond question a born poet, There are moments
when nis verve is lifted by some ecstatic bPower; mouients
when & line stands out like a searing flame of gold against
e background of nis song."

But he is not appreciated yet, "Canacian seers sre as
profound, Canacdian scholars are as learncd and Cenadian
poets are as mueical and adventiuresome as are the seers,
scholars and poets of any country. But the men of genius
are suffering rrom the old cry 'can any good come out of
Nazareth?! Wiiliam Lyen Phelps of Yale University once
declared in Scribner's Magazine that the most unfortunate
thing that could happen to a poet is to Dbe born in Canada,
Mr, liacDonasld states his own sentiments regarding Canada in
these words:

"And yet, althouzh she hates ny song,

Which bites into her ease,

I love her as the dawn loves lignt,

As motion loves the trees,

As roses love a garden wall,

As music loves the =easg,”
Reverend Robhert Forwood, l..A.,,D.C,L,,L,L,D,,has said

"Do not stifle his genius by your indifierence

Honor him and let him feel your pride in him. He is one of
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the greatest poets of tne An;le-Sexon race,"

professor Pelham Edgar, i.A.,Pn,D,,F,R.C.5,, says :

#yilson iiacDonald has reached great heights in some of his

later poetry."

lesers, ¥rood and French state: "In nis Songs of the

Prairie Land" and "Miracle Songs of Jesus," he discloses an

apsorpiion in mystical psychology &and psychoanalysis which

by its daring and his method of suffusing the matter with in-

cenious and subtilized novelty or beauty of diction and

imagery adumbrates Boethe oif the Faust tradition.

It is at once realistic and ultra-spiritualistic, His tech-

nigue is just ase original and incividuslized as the matter

of his poens, If any Canadizn has the right to the distinc=-

+ion of possessing sheer creative genius, that right belongs

to Vileon nacDonald as & Seer and an artist working in a

field of spirituel vieion whiclh ne nas pre-emphed,”

Sorie of the poet's ineginotive and mystic gualities eare

seen in "Thelace=Maker." '-he lace-maker's heart,wien siae

died, was turnea to frost, so tnst her 1ife's art might not
be lost. She weaveg ner rore

tcse desizas ene wished Lo werve onoeartiy ond Aould aot.

"yVan Buren's Coach" is another original poen describing
how tine coach moved froa town 1o town depocsiting shadowy
s¢2pie,. Van Buren ie the coacuman, driviag horses whichh ere
acrnining as thougn taey were cnrrring ¢ aecwy Lload iastzad
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designs and never repeats them”




back to visit their former amours, It is a welrd night and
all nature is ia aympatay Witk the vsealinr nission of “is
coach, "Van Buren's Inn" is the place where all those who
have loved and lost in this 1life, can enter. The inn-keeper
keeps guard at the door every eveaning,

"ie 1o onoproud cad salloat st

Who'll love for aye in wvrin, "
We see thne individuality in- his voice and how his poems
break through to new noetic horizons

lost of Nde worliz otnud Y.e.celves as aesigned for pub-

lic reading. They are so to speak poems to be acted,little
masques., The poems are sligatly dramatic in form but pre-
vailingly lyrical in spirit,

“"Let us sing in a song togetner;
Lottewa, Hepo 'GP,

Ll ~Lva1"A‘ uttar ity
Nipissing, Vl;le Marie,

lnlssanabie, iioaitoulin,
(Waispor them soft and low)

Espinola, liichipiceten,
Ircounis, QOrono."

We cannot do better than close this humble work with one of

lr, wacDonald's own poens,




If rrom wy painting one hue,
"If from my singing one line,
If from my building one true
Hint of desipgn;
If from my cerving one curve,
If from my wisdom one phrase
The master sees fit to prescrve -

Joyous my cdays.

liay this ve seid ef me:
"He gave to sound cne cry,
To life one mewory

That would =aot die.

"He took from strife her sword;

g

He gave to pesce hiec breesth,"

hay this be ssid, 0 Lord,

Of me &t death,

Hapﬁy is he who at last
Hears the ilmmorital choir
Gatlier one note of his blast
From the destreying fire;




Wnen the dusk curtains fall,
He has left cne guiding light

In the King's hall,



