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The Ten Greatest Poems in the Eng-
lish Language.

There is no better way of rousing
human interest than by making some
upusual speeific statement. The
evasions of conservative literateurs
may be interesting to the scademic
mind, but the publie, which is in-
tuitive, are not concerned over their
meaningless array of words. In
one number of the Atlantle monthly
appeared a seven-page article, writ-
ten by & man lichened with degrees,
and the only art in the magnificent
array of words was the avoldance of
expressing any definite thought.
From firet to last the essay was a
complete circumlocution of words
and thus it made a tremendous im-
pression in university circles where
the prevailing idea is Lhat Jiterary
excellence and cowardice of expres-
slof are synonomous,. To-day evas-
fon has reached the flower of its ma-
turily.

Where the academy fosters one
genius it harbours tem drones, and
genius and dullness always fight
their royal battles under academic

pices. Ten Oxford dullards were
writing voluminous piffie that was
universally accepted while Matthew
Arnold was singing the immortal
“Bcholar Gypay,” which was univer-
sally rejected. It is the same to-day
as in the past: the dulards are hail-
ad with salvos while the divine eup-
bearers are given the lash of cultur-
od verblage.

One of the rnmnl of the present
world-wide rejection of art is the
complexity of its character and the
obtuseness of its presentation. I be-
lHeve we are approaching s day when
the enltured evasion of our profes-
sore will be held to be as inartistic
as the most vulgar offering of the
jazz movement, . The tremendous
vogué of jazz 1s an honest rebellion
against musical snobbery and against
musical ecriticism of the pedantic
kind. In fhe last century we have
moved, In art, from simplicity to
complexity and from straightfor-
wardbess to obscurity, and now we
find our audience is more Intereated
in ] things that are at least sin-
rere.-dhan in artistie triumphs of ut-
ter insincerity.

A man can measure the sincerilty
of his love foy literature by hils atti-
tude toward the writers of his day.
His clalm is surely a most dishonest
one If he pereistently refuses to read
all contemporary verse while glnim-
Ing an aftection for the produce of
the dead: No where do you find
this mildewed affection so arrogant-
‘Ty fostered as In academic circles,
and 4 know of at least three profes-
goreof English MWterature in Cana-
dian univérsities who vigorously as
llﬂ Canadian verse and yet bhave

arcely touched the l.'rlnn of It ln

géir reading. d

The flash of genius does not cross
onee in"a decade the piges of the
Century, Hurper's, S8ecribner's and
othep magasines that delight only in
the phrased utterance of passionless
* maturity. The English magazines
‘are better. They nt least do not
debar all contrfbutions that make
definite assertions in a ltrﬂ:bifnr-
ward nmfanner.

A few years ago a mnaﬂna con-
tained an article on the “Ten Great-
est Books of adl Time,” and this one
sssay with its direct assertion -caus-
od more interest in books among the
general publie than anything that
dad been written in Afty years, A
;- disdaining that pedantic etl-
guette which Is the father of eva-
slon, had dared to proclaim simiply
and sincerely his literary » prefer.
ences. .

Theré I» magle In the word tem,
and when I give what I consider the
ten greatest short poems in the Eng-
lish language the magic of the num-
ber will, I know, arrest as mueh

%holce of these ten poems with little

VIEWPOINT

By WILSON MAODONALD.,

Interest as the list itself.
Is my choice:

Heres then

“‘Elegy in a Country Churchyard"
—Thomas Gray.
“Ode to & Grecian TUrn''—John
Keats. l
“Ode o a Nightingale''—John |
Keats. ' '
“Ode to & Skylark”—=8helley,
“Rabdbi Ben Esra"—Browning.
“Lines Iin Tintern
Wordeworth. ;
“Liycidas"—Millon.
“Friends in Paradise'”—Henry
Yaughn.
“The Gypsy
#rnn]d.
“Dejection’—Coleridge.

Scholar'"'—Matthew

This list Includes no poems wiLh
less than fifty lines, for a poem of |
sustained power is undoubtedly a |
greater irfumph than a single flash
of genius. I have made my selections
with some misgivings for there are
many poems that righteously clamor
for admittance., Most insistent :uﬂi
authentic in their plea are:

“ODde to o West Wind'"—Shelley.

“Locksley Hall”—Tennyson.

‘“Saul"—Browning.

“Eugene Aram"—Hood.

“Nature and the Poet"—Words-
worth,

“Intimations on
Wordéworth,

Poem XXVII, in
Lad"—Housman.

“The Blessed Damozel"—Rossett!.

“Rugby Chapel”—Arnoild.

“Thanatopsis'-=-Bryant.

‘““The Open Road"—Whitman,

M I had not used the qualfication
of the word “short,” I would have
incladed ‘“The Ballade of -Reading
Gaol” by Wilde; “The Eve of Bt
Agnés,” by Keats; “The Rime of the
Ancient Mariners,” hy Coleridge and
“Adonais" by Bhelley.

In the aesthetic circles
United States poetry ils measured by
the cleverness of a rhyme or by the
novelty of the wvehicle, that
country the overtone, which is the
spiritual life of a poem is an over-
looked factor. Yet this overtone.is
that indescribable something that
immortalizes. And I have made my

Immortality”—

“A Shropshire

thought of technique, brilliancy or
postie artifice but because they
seem to possess a spiritual grandeur,
a loftiness of utterance and an atmo-
spherie completeness guch as few
other poems pofStesa in so perfect a
degree.

The immortal “Elegy” Is the es-
sence of English philosophy m the
presence of death. It 1= atmo-
spheric,_ in tonme, movement and
thnu;ht and no disturbance of liter-
ary law or phenomenon of change
can lessen its éterpal vilue. “‘Lyel-
das"” e the wedding of an unsur-
passed “grandness of manner’” with
an unmeasurabie grief and the over-
tone thunders in beauty not,unlike
the voice of those waters that were
wrapped about the beloved object
of the song. “The Scholar Gypey™
is the nobler yearmiang of E aocd-
demie spirit, It s the rigfi sum-
light of a mind that Joved , and
in the poem thias love wrestles with
the spirit of the clolstér and the
sunlight eonquers and a grave Tyr-
ian trade:

“Saw the
come,

Freighted with
Chean wine,

Green bursting figs, and
steeped in prine.”

I make no apology for lncluﬂn:
faughn's *“PFriends in Paradise.”
The poem has a richness of philloso-
phy and a magic of movemént that
grow as wea companion with the
verses which end with a philosophy
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thet both believer and agnostic must
accept:

“And yeot as angels in some brighter
climes

Call to the soul in hours n! sleep
Bo, some strangeé thoughts transcend
our wonted thﬂ‘}

And into glory peep."
(Note.~I would \be
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erth America and the ports of
can now go from
Jé days by Conadien

t, & “great concourse’’of
first trial of the steam railway. The locomotive (inset

‘above) and thirtyteight *‘waggofis” made the run from
Brusselton to Stockton.

To quote the lacal Chronicler: “Such was its velocity
parts the speed was frequently twelve

that in some
miles an hour.
George Stephenson, the engineering
genius back of this -epoch-making
enterprise, venturéd this prophecy:
“You will live to see the day, though
I may not livé so long, when railways
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places, and succeeding generations
have a doty to perform in showing

respeot to the places where thra'h'
dorebears le.

it other fathers would apply to
the police magistrate for aid in get-
ting shiftless sons to work it would
be beiter. No ablesbodied young
man should be idle if he can secume
work,
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That in 1923 the Canadian Pocific Railway carried
14,650,427 passengers ond 30,852 99410ons of freight

Centennial of the Steam Railway

1925 marks two important anniversaries—the hundredth
of the steam railway—the 4oth of the Canadian Pacific.

Just one hundred years ago,

will come to supersede almost all other methods of
conveyance in this country—when mail coaches will go

by railway, and railroads will become the great H!gh
Wny for the King and his subjects. The time is coming

when it will be cheaper for a working man to travel
by railway than to walk on foot.”

{%ﬂ;—whcn the last spike was driven
in the Canadian“Pacific—that “the Great High Way

for the King and his subjects”” became a transcontin-

ental re:nll;,'y in Canada. Not only were Canada’s scat.
texed provinces united into one great
nation—but the most difficult’ and

what was to become the World's

Greatest Highway!

to equal the older set.

How things have changed! Just
forty years ago the Salvetion .AL;
was not & welpome guest at dhe Angli-
can cathedrmal here. of the
oMer folke there will . But
here we remd this week , 8al-
vation Army band and s adjutant
jree royally emtertadmed by the ca-
thedral Angilcan Young People's So-
dety o' 8St. George's hall. There is
church @rdendship for you!

It did one good the other day to
read in the Whig abowdl a runaway
horse on King street, The honse
bas been so eclipsed by the euwtomeo-
bile that we hear very marely of an
obd-fashioned rumaway emd
on a Kingston thoroughfare,
all ‘motor car smeshes that - we read
&bow!. DBut this hores reminded us
that the deys of Dobbin are not yet
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I's up to you to look your best
Young
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Ipua-ad. Mr. Horse also mmanaged to

create a discussion in the ety coun-
cil last week on the qualily of a fire
department team, and - was made
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SPECIAI. TORTGISE COOK

SnthngmlmSpoml Fire ‘Box fop
Wood. Another masterpiece in Tortoise |
. Cook construction. Large and roomy Fire .
- Box for burning wood, and  still retaining
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than we camnot live by bread m
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