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(Aprit 3, 1914.)

Poetry.

By Mr. ALvrrp Novis®

A T the special meeting of the Club, hgld on the 3rd April, .

Mr. Alired Noyes provided what proved, in the words
of the President, “a unique and altogether delightful contri-
bution to our program, by reading four of his poems, viz.,
“The Admiral's Ghost,” “Forty Singing Seamen,” “The High-
wayman,” and “The Barrel Organ.” Mr. Noyes simply pre-
faced the several poems with a few words of introduction, and
made two or three passing comments during the readings.
The audience, of some four hundred men, was loth to have
the poet cease reading. Mr. Noyes said:

“T have been asked to inflict some of my own poems upon
you. I know you will understand the circumstances. - I
should like, however, hefore heginning to read, to sweep away
at one blow what the reporters have said about the financial
aspect of poetry. (Laughter.} I would ask you to pay atten-
tion if you can to the poems, rather than to the person who
reads them. '

“The first poem I shall read is based on an incident in
Devonshire, told to me by a native of Devonshire.

THE ADMIRAL’S GIIOST.

I tell you a tale to-night

Which a seaman told to me,
With eyes that gleamed in the lanthorn light
~ And a voice as low as the sea.

You could almost hear the stars
Twinkling up in the sky,

And the old wind woke and moaned in the spars,
And the same old waves went by, :

Singing the same old song
As ages and ages ago,

* Mr. Alfred Noves has been described as the *‘most considerable ™
English poet since Tennyson. He was educated at Oxford, and was
recently appointed lecturer of English Literature at Princeton University,
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While he froze my blood in that deep-sea night
With the things that he seemed to know,

A bare foot pattered on deck; ]
Ropes creaked ; then—all grew still,

And he pointed his finger straight in my face
And growled, as a sea-dog will. :

“Do ’ee know who Nelson was?
That pore little shrivelled form

With the patch on his eye and the pinned-up sleeve
And 2 soul like a North Sea storm?

“Ask of the Devonshire men|
They know, and they’ll tell you true;
He wasn’t the pore little chawed-up chap
That Hardy thought he knew.

“He wasn't the man you think! -
His patch was a dern disguisel

TFor he knew that they’d find him out, d'you see,
If they looked him in both his eyes.

“He was twice as big as he seemed;
But his clothes were cunningly made.

Hé'd both of his hairy arms all right!
The sleeve was a trick of the trade.

“You've heard of sperrits, no doubt;
Well, there’s more in the matter than that |
But he wasn't the patch and he wasn’t the sleeve,
And he wasn’t the laced cocked hat,

“Nelson was just—a Ghost!
You may laugh!, But the Devonshire men

They knew that he’d come when England called,
And they know that he'll come again,

“T’ll tell you the way it was
(For none of the landsmen know),
And to tell you it right, you must go a-starn
Two hundred years or 50.
* * * * * *

“The waves were lapping and slapping
The same as they are to-day;
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And Drake lay dying aboard his ship
~ In Nombre Dios Bay.

“The scent of the foreign flowers
Came floating all around ;
‘But I'd give my soul for the smell o the pitch,”’

Says he, ‘in Plymouth Sound.’

“‘What shall T do,’ he says, -
‘When the guns begin to roar,
An’ England wants me, and me not there
o shatter ’er foes once more?
“(You've heard what he said, may he
But I'll mark you the pints again;

For I want you to box your compass right
And get my story plain.)

““You must take my drum,’ he says,

‘To the old sea-wall at home;
And if ever you strike that drum,” he says,
‘Why, strike me blind, I'll come]

“‘If England needs me, dead
Or living, I'll rise that day!

I'll rise from the darkness under the sea
Ten thousand miles away.’

“That’s what he said; and he died;
An’ his pirates, lstenin’ roun’, :

With their crimson doublets and jewelled swords
That flashed as the sun went down. -

“They sewed him up in his shroud
With a round-shot top and toe,

To sink him under the salt, sharp sea
Where all good seamen go.

“They lowered him down jn the deep,
And there in the sunset light
They hoomed a broadside over hi

§ grave,
As meanin’ to say ‘Good-night,’

“They sailed away in the dark
To the dear little jsle they knew;

THE CANADIAN CLUB, [April 3

1914] POETRY.

i he old sea-wall
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I your soul’s like a North Sea storm?’ (Applause.)

i d—1I am not sure

“ oem that I am going to read- ure

hat ’{‘ll;:rgiitalljaye definite philosophy in, until ot}&él:a(%s the
{a:t stanza; though, some tilrlne aftelr. (;tle\lrlvais.nvﬁ;: ten, I sus-
i be an allegory hidc her:

%%;zéhﬁf-r)e nf‘égigtbased on a legend of Pope Prester John, in

which the following words occur—

Fa
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And behind it, in an emerald glade, beneath a golden mountain

There stood a crystal palace, for a sailor to admire;
For a troop of ghosts came round us,
Which with leaves of bay they crowned us, _
Then with grog they well-nigh drowned us, to the depth of
our desire!
Cho—And ’twas very friendly of them, as a sailor can admire!
There was music all about us, we were growing quite forget-

ful
We were only singing seamen from the dirt of London-

town,
Though the nectar that we swallowed seemed to vanish half
regretiul
As if we wasn’t good enough to take such vittles down,
When we saw a sudden figure,
~ Tall and black as any nigger,
Lik the devil—only bigger—drawing near us with a frown!
Cho—1.ike the devil—but much bigger—and he wore a
golden crown!
And “what’s all this? he growls at us! With dignity we
chaunted, .
“Forty singing seamen, sir, as wot't be put uponl!”
“What? Englishmen?’ he cries, “Well, if ye don’t mind being
haunted,
Faith, you're welcome to my palace; I'm the famous Pres-
ter John!
Will ye walk into my palace?

1 don’t bear ee any malice!
One and all ye shall be welcome in the halls of Prester

‘ John!” -

Cho.—So we walked into the palace and the halls of Prester
John!

Now the door was one great diamond and the hall a hollow

ruby—
Big as Beachy Head, my lads, nay bigger by a half!
And T sees the mate wi’ mouth agape, a-staring like 2 booby,
And the skipper close behind him, with his tongue out like

a calf!
Now the way to take it rightly

‘Was to walk along politely
Just as if you didn’t notice—so I couldn’t help but laugh!
For they both forgot their manners and the crew was

Cho.—
bound to laugh!
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So we scuttled .from that forest and across the poppy meadows
Where the awful shaggy horror brooded o’er us in the dark!
And we pushes out from shore again a-jumping at_ our
shadows '
And pulls away most joyful to the old black barque!
And home again we plodded
While the Polyphemus nodded :
With his battered moon-eye winking red and yellow through
~ the dark.
Cho.—Oh, the moon above the mountains, red and yellow
through the dark!

“This,” remarked Mr. Noyes, “is where I think the philo-
sophy comes in”— :
Across the seas of Wonderland to London-town we blundered,

‘Forty singing seamen as was puzzled for to know
1t the visions that we saw was caused by—here again we
- pondered—
A tipple in a vision forty thousand years ago.
Could the grog we dreamt we swallowed
Make us dream of all that followed? (Laughter.)
We were only sitnple seamen, so of course we didn’t know !
Cho.—We were simple singing seamen, so of course we could -
not know! -(T.aughter.)
“Agnostics to the very end, you obsetve,” said the poet.

“I may say it is with a great sense of relief that I read that
poem, with an expert on Greek mythology on my right (Prin-
cipal Maurice Hutton, of University College). RBecause
when I read it recently before a Women’s Club in the United
States 2 woman came to me afterwards, and asked me, ‘Oh,
Mr. Noyes, wul you please tell me where I can read some
more ‘about ‘that delightful Irish woman Polly Famus? ”
(Laughter.)

“The next is ‘The Highwayman.’” ;

THE HIGHWAYMAN.
i Parr. ONE.

The wind was a torrent of darkness among the gusty trees,
The moon was a ghastly galleon tossed upon cloudy seas,
The road was a ribbon of moonlight over the purple moor,
And the highwayman came riding—

Riding—riding-— . )
The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn-door.
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He’d a French cocked-
his chin,
A coat of the
They fitted wi
thigh! _
And he rode with a jewelled twinkle,
His pistol-butts a-twinkle,
is rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the jeW}Iied sky.

hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at

claret velvet, and breeches of hrown doe-skin ;
th never a wrinkle: his boots were up to the

Over the. cobbles he clattered dand clashed in the dark inn-
yard, :

And he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but all was
locked and barred;

He whistled a tune to the windo
there ‘ .

But the landlord’s black-eyed daughter,

_ Bess, the landlord’s daughter,

Plaiting a dark red love-knot into her long black hair.

w, and who should he waiting

And dark in the dark old inn-yard a stable-wicket creaked
Where Tim the ostler listened; his face was white and
peaked; -
His eyes were hollows of madness, his hair ik
But he loved the landlord’s daughter,
The landlord’s red-lipped daughter,
Dumb as a dog he listened, and he heard the robber say—

e mouldy hay,

“One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I'm after a prize to-night,
But lI sﬁmall be back with the yellow gold before the morning
: light; .
Yet, if they press me sharply, and harry me through the day,
Then look™ for me by moonlight, :

Watch for me by moonlight,

I come to thee by moonlight, though hell should har the
: way.” :

He rose upright in the stirry
and,
But she loosened her hair i the casement !
like a brand
As the black cascad
breast;
And he kissed its waves in the moonlight,
(Oh; sweet black waves in the moonlight )

Then he tugged at his rein in the moonlight, and galloped
away to the West.

ps; he scarce could reach her

His face burnt

e of perfume came tumbling. over his
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Part Two. -
i i a at noon;

wning ; he did not com

d out ¢ the tawny sunset, before the rise t% th‘rlarr?go;;,) o
%fr;‘i 1'? ]:hé road was a gipsy’s ribbon, looping the purp

e ibbon,
A red-coat troop came marching:

Marching—marching—
King George's men came mar

He did not come in the da

ching, up to the old inn-doot.

is ale instead,
i ; landlord, they drank his a
']l;hiytﬁi;rd gr‘la?gggci dhf;) ctl}z:;g?llger and bound her to the foot of
u

ot i theif
Twohgl’;' r;:?lzl;flwknelt’at her casement, with muskets at
side! ) .
There was death at every Wllfld?W,
And hell at one dark window; nent
For Bess could see, through her cas \

the road that ke
would ride. '

They had tied her up to attention,lwith many a sniggering |
jest;
They had bound
“No&r?if; good watch!” and they kissed her.
She heard the dead man say—

Look for me by M;'og%%:léght- !

7' N "
I’IKS:;? szoghzzebyymoonlight, though he‘ll should bar the way

a musket beside her, with barrel beneath her

‘good !

g e i b L R

The)]r) 1(s)’?r(‘iatlched a.nd str::‘isned in the darkness, and the hours
Tin,c;i:rl,einb%hlékgtfoﬁef éri iﬁ;ign}ilﬁm,

Th((:eOIt?f) OOIE (12:!1;11?3 %11;;1;?‘ 2ouched it! The trigger at least was

hers! -

' di | for the
The tip of one finger touched it; she strove no more 1o

' . i : her
Up Tlseti:!stood up to attention, with the barrel beneath

ing ive again;
She ]\)Jgﬁlsctl, not risk their hearing; she would not strive ag in;

For the road lay bare in the moonlight;
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~ Blank and bare in the moonlight ;

And the blood of her veins in the moonlight throbbed to her
love's refrain,

Tiot-tlot; tlot-tlot! Had they heard it?
ringing clear;
Tlot-tlot, Hot-tlot, i
did not hear?

Down the ribbon of moonlight, over e brow of the hill,
he highwayman came riding, _
Riding, riding!

The red-coats looked to

and still!

The horse-hoofs
n the distance? Were they deaf that they

their priming! She stood up, straight

Tlot-tloiz;, lin the frost& silence!  Tloi-tlot, in the echoing
night '
Nearer he came.and nearer! Her face was like g light!

Her eyes hgrew wide for a moment; she drew one last deep
breath, :

"Then her finger moved in the moonlight,
Her musket shattered the moonlight,

Shattered her breast in the moonlight and warned him—with
her death, :

He turneél; he spurred to the Westward ; he did not know who
stoo '
Bowed, with her head
red blood!
Not till the dawn he heard it, and slowly blanched to hegr
How Bess, the landlord’s daughter, -
The landlord’s black-eyed daughter,

Had watched for her love in the moonlight, and died in the
darkness there, :

o'er the musket, drenched with her own

Back, he spurred like a madman, shriekin
With the white road smoking behind
brandished high!
Blood-red were his spurs i the golden noon; wine-red was
his velvet coat;
When they shot him down on the highway,
Down like 3 dog on the highway, :

And he lay in his blood on the highway, with the bunch of
lace at his throat.

g 2 curse to the sky,
him, and his rapier

* * * * -k
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And still of a winter's night, they say, when the wind is in the
oy . loudy seas,
' . ghostly galleon tossed upon ¢

%ﬁiﬁ :;:z ;ﬁggﬁ;‘;%gbm 03;" ifwoniigkt'over the purple moor,

A highwayman comes riding—
iding—riding— . -

A }Egﬁtﬁwmaﬂ gcomes riding, up to the old inn-door.

. e inn-vard :
y ters and clangs in the dark inn-yard;
gﬁl htcl;let;yfgj lzzlxg:hhﬁigla{:rlfi; on the shutters, but all is locked
He v?ﬁ?ét}gr;eiltjne to the window, and who should be waiting
there
But the landlord’s blacclic—ey%c}: datighter,
he landlord’s daughter, o
I‘Ia]i:f;é ta]eda?k red love-knot into her long black hair.

‘ i last, “as it may take

“ t, and probably, I think, the‘ \ ;

arirhfege}élintttespto read, is entitled “The B:ltrgelraggﬁalgf
3i“ehe );eference is to a celebrated operetta, an elabo

songs really sung by children in some parts of London on.

May Day. Interspersed through the poem are aste?giiegé ];'3;:

ro?luce the cries of London streets, not the ac ua.t N Lo;@dan
1tjhe effects of them,—an attempt, you might say, a
symphony.” (Laughter.)

THE BARREI-ORGAN.

There’s a barrel-organ carolli111g across a golden street
i the sun sinks low; )
Agg ?1112 Crlglszilcs:"s not immortal; but the world has mgde it
sweet .
it with the sunset glow; ) )
' A‘%HE}: flﬂﬁg:dﬂﬁ‘oﬁgh the pleasures pf the city and ﬂ;elipil'?-

r'II‘h.Istt 1)surround the singing organ like a larg? e‘cernain ght;
And they’ve given it a glory and a part t&) p alyt aga

Tn the Symphony that rules the day and night.

And now it’s marching onward through the realms ot: old -

romance, L
ling out a fond familiar X . .
Aiﬁnigw? liltr’lg roaring cannon down to fight the King o
France, ] -
And now it’s prattling softly to the moon,

i
:
k
i
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And all around the organ there’s a sea without a shore
__Of human joys and wonders and regrets;
To remember and to recompense the music evermore

For what the cold machinery forgets.

Yes; as the music changes,
Like a prismatic glass,
It takes the light and ranges
Through all the moods that pass;
Dissects the commen carnival
Of passions and regrets, s
And gives the world a glimpse of all
The colours it forgets,

And there Lo Traviata sighs
" Another sadder song;
And there Il Trovatore cries
A tale of deeper wrong;
And bolder knights to battle go
With sword and shield and lance,
Than ever here on earth below
~Have whirled into—a dance!

Go down to Kew i'nllila.c-time, in lilac-time, in lifac-time;
AGO down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn’t far from London!)
nd you shall wander hand in hand with love in summer’s
wonderland ;

Go down to Kew in lilac-time (it isn’t far from London!)

The cherry-trees are seas of bloom and soft perfume and

sweet perfume,

-The cherry-trees are seas of bloom b
London {) (and oh, so near to

And there they say, when d S .
a blaze ofyskyy en dawn is high and all the world’s

The cucl I ’ v s -
e 1;?0, though he’s very shy, will sing a song for

The nightingale i rar they ’
Ahi:ﬁ E}ﬁ%?le is rather rare and yet they say you Il_hear
t Kew, at Kew in lilac-time (and oh, so ne
: ) ) ar to London !
The Ilégnet and the throstle, too, and after dark the Ioﬁgohal)—

And(ql) Ifolden-eyed tu-whit, tu-whoo of owls that ogle Lon-
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For Noah hardly knew a bird of any kind that isn’t heard
At Kew, at Kew in lilac-time (and oh, so near to London!}
And when the rose begins to pout and all the chestnut spires
are out
You'll hear the rest without a doubt, all chorusing for
London:— :
. \
Come down to Kew in lilac-time, in lilac-time, in lilac-time;
Come down to Kew in llac-time (it isw’t for from London!}
And you shall wander hand in hand with love in summer’'s
wonderland ; -
Come down to Kew in lilac-time (it isw't far. from
Londen?),

And then the troubadour begins'to thrill the golden street,
In the City as the sun sinks low;
And in all the gaudy busses there are scores of weary feet

 Marking time, sweet time, with a dull mechanic beat,

And a thousand hearts are plunging to a love they’ll never
meet, ’ .
Through the meadows of the sunset, through the poppies and
the wheat, '
In the land where the dead dreams go.

Verdi, Verdi, when you wrote Il Trovatore did you dream
Of the City when the sun sinks low, -

Of the organ and the monkey and the many-coloured stream

On the Piccadilly pavement, of the myriad eyes that seem

"To be litten for a moment with a wild Italian gleam

As A che lo morte parodies the world’s eternal theme

And pulses with the sunset-glow?

There’s a thief, perhaps, that listens with a face of frozen
stone :

In the City as the stn sinks low; o
There’s a portly man of business with a balance of his own,
There’s a clerk and there’s a butcher of a soft reposeful fone,
And they're all of them returning to-the heavens they have

" known:

They are crammed and jammed in busses and—they're each
of them alone ) '

In the land where the dead dreams go.

There’s a very modish woman and her smile is very bland" '
In the City as the sun sinks low;
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And her hansom jingles onward, but her little jewelled hand
Is clenched a little tighter and she cannot understand
What she wants or why she wanders to that undiscovered
lang,
For the parties there are not at all the sort of thing she plan-
ned, :
In the land where the dead dreams go.

There’s an Oxford man that listens and his heart is crying out -

In the City as the sun sinks low; )
For the harge, the eight, the Isis, apd the coach’s whoop and
© shout; .
For the minute-gun, the counting and the long dishevelled
rout,
For the howl along the tow-path and a fate that’s still in doubt,
For a roughened oar to handle and a race to think about
In the land where the dead dreams go.

There’s a labourer that listens to the voices of the dead
In the City as the sun sinks low; .
And his hand begins to tremble and his face is rather red
As 1};3 s‘;a'es a loafer watching him- and-—thefe he turns his
ea
And stares into the sunset where his April love is fled,
For he hears her softly singing and his lonely soul is led
Through the land where the dead dreams go.

There’s an old and haggard demi-rep, it's ringing in her ears,
In the City as the sun sinks low;
With the wild and empty sorrow of the love that blights and
sears, , : ,
Oh, }?nd if she hurries onward, then be sure, be sure she
ears A
Hears and bears the bitter burden of the unforgotten years,
And her laugh’s a little harsher and her eyes are brimmed
with tears '
For the land where the dead dréams go.

There’s a barrel-organ carolling across a golden street
In the City as the sun sinks low; °
Though the music’s only Verdi there’s a world to make it
sweet
Just as yonder yellow sunset where the earth and heaven
meet :
Mellows all the sooty City! Hark, a hundred thousand feet
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Are marching on to glory through the poppies and the wheat
In the land where the dead dreams go.

So i’s Jeremiah, Jeremiah,
What have you to say )
When you meet the garland girls

Tripping on their way?

All around my gala hat
I wear a wreath of rose_:i; )
A long and lonely year 1t 1s

( I've waited for the May!)

If any one should ask you,
The reason why L wear it 15—

.

My own love, miy true love 1s coming home to-day.

it’ bunch of violets for the lady
An(c}t’l.t Slé?algti?m in London; i's lilac-time tn London!)
Buy a bunch of violets for the lady;
While the sky burns blue above:

- side the street you'll find it shady
On(fiC :’1: l(;}cl:cilﬁfr:e i ‘Londan Cips lilac-time in London!)
But buy a bunch of violets for the lady,
And tell her she’s your own-true love.

There's a barrel organ-carolling across a goldeln st.reet
In the City as the sun sinks glittering and s oxlv. Cade it
And the music’s not immortal; but the world has
ect ) ]
Andsgxriched it with the harmonies that make a song com
plete :
In the deeper

meet, _ .
As it dies into the sunset gow;

heavens of music where the night and morning

s of the City and the pain

And it pulses through the pleasure ol ight,

S - {

~round the singing organ like a ;

‘Aglhiﬁe?}ve given it a glory and a part to play again
In the Symphony that rules the day and night.

And there, as the music changes,
The song runs round again;

Once more it turns and ranges ‘ y
Through all its joy and pain:
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Dissects the common carnival
Of passions and regrets;

And the wheeling world remembers all |
The wheeling song forgets. ] J

Once more La Troviate sighs
Another sadder song: ' -

Once more I1 Trovatore cries
A tale of deeper wrong; - j

Once more. the knights to battle go

y; ' With sword and shield and lance

Till once, once more, the shattered foe
Has whirled into—a dance!

Come down to Kew in Hlac-time, in lilac-time, in Ilac-time;
Come down to Kew in lilac-time (it isw’t far from Londonl!)
And you shall wander hond in hand with Love in suinmer's
wonderland, i
Come down to Kew in Llac-time (it isw't for from Lon-
don!) (Applause.)

I4




