
The poet, like the prophet and the priest, is one man 
chosen from many. Like the prophet and the priest, he is 
chosen by God. It is not through emulation of the fame or 
of the beauty of the poetry before him that he consecrates 
himself to his calling. He is a poet in response to some 
natural instinct or desire, and not through any deliberate 
choice on his own part. Long before he fully realizes what 
true poetry signifies, he feels the yearning to be a poet. The 
impulse to think and to create is born in him. 

This impulse the poet can, and must, foster to the best of 
his ability, but he can neither control its birth nor prbvent its 
death. The power which endowed him with his genius can 
takeit from him. God makes poets and unmakes them. 
That poet who has faiied to make proper use of his talents 
will inevitably lose them. A poet's intelIect is no light gift, 
to be obtained or spurned at will. No man has ever yet be- 
come a poet through an over-fondness for pretty measures, or 
a desire to sweep into fame astride the winged steed. Nor 
can the real poet, when once the need for his peculiar teach- 
ings is past, hope to cling to the ardor and the vision of his 
earlier days. A poet has his little second of time, tc, do his 
little bit in the development of humanity, and then his fire 
turns to ashes, and his day to night. He is no longer a poet. 

The true poet, prompted to his calling by nature, has a 
slow, and not too steady, growth. He may, by practice or by 
native ability, attain some immediate skill in the technique of 
his verse ; but only through experience and the wisdom that 
come with well-spent years can he arrive at any ripened per- 
fection of thought. While still a boy, not yet sure in his - 
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forgotten the supreme creation of creations, which was tc 
have dominion over both of these, and over all things thal 
live or have lived: man. 

Now, grown a poet indeed, that former lover of love 
that one-time stripling worshipper of poetry, hearkens fol 
the first time to the solemn music of humanity; marvels for 
the first time at the immeasurable greatness of man. lie 
realizcs now that the thoughts which have made him feel 
almost a god are thoughts common to all men; that the 
mighty emotions which have tossed him about like a shuttle- 
cmk, are emotions shared in by all men ; that all the hopes 
of immortality and of the triumph of good over evil which 
have strengthened him in his days of trial are the safeguards 
of humanity. He knows now 
how deep and how eternal is a true love. Now, no longer 
uncertain of his destiny dr of his ability to cope with the 
demands of that destiny, he takes to himself the rank of poet, 
and he prepares to justify that assumption before the eyes of 

During those years of doubt and of timidity which 
d his first yearnings to be a poet from the realization 
yearnings, he has not neglected the tools which, as a 
must employ to convey his message to those about 

. “What is art 2’’ he questioned himself, and found his own 
“What is perfection 3’’ he asked again, and again he 

his own answer. The road to true art and to that 
of perfection attainable by mortals is hard. Many 
n his course, he has faltered ; but the sight of the goal 

too far off to be seen, the very thought of it, has hearten- 
im, and give him courage to continue. 
His tools, then, are at his hand. He must now prepare 

Now, he is indeed in love. 

r. 

message; he must now enter upon his mission. 
at is the mission of the poet? It is two-fold. 

ust first seek the trwth; he must then convey that 
, or that belief which he considers to be the truth, to his 
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fellowmen, that, under his guidance, they 
paths by which he has/attained his goal. 

may follow the 

It may be that the poet will fail in one or 
both of these endeavors. It is only the supreme- 
ly great poet who can penetrate through error to 
the truth, and who can persuade men to follow in his tracks. 
The true poet is not necessarily a great poet. A great poet is 
the result of intellect and opportunities. A true poet, though 
he have all the genius and farseeing vision which will make 
him a great poet, will be debarred from .that consummation 
by lack of opportunities. A great poet has a brilliant 
intellect, and an all-embracing love for humanity. A true 
poet, who has missed greatness, may have three parts of 
each of these and lack the fourth. It is not so much the 
equipment of a man which determines his right to the title of 
poet, as it is the purpose which animates him. 

A poet is a philosopher by instinct. The truths, or the 
theories, which s c k d s  of philosophy, by years of tedious 
reasoning and by the erection of countless pillars of logic, 
finally unearth or deveIope, the poet, by a sort of inspiration, 
arrives at overnight. Many times the poet arrives at false 
conclusions ; but there are many false philosophies. The 
world is divided into se&s and into schools, each claiming 
for itself the title of truth. One only of all these warring 
camps can be justified in its claim ; nevertheless the camps 
go warring on. We, who are but fallible ourselves, can not 
judge a man’s soul by the evidences of his intellect. The 
reason is but one faculty of the soul. In like manner, we do 
not measure a poet’s greatness by the accuracy of the con- 
clusions which he draws. 

The fruits of a poet are not the truths which he is seek- 
ing to teach, or theverses by which he conveys these truths. 
The fruits of a poet are the thoughts of beauty, of nobleness, 
and of good, which, through the use of his art, he makes the 
common property of men. No poet can hope to earn- his 

We judge the poet by his fruits. 
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the long run, he makes his readers think; and 
depth of his own thoughts that he will probe the 

readers’ thoughts. To be able to make his 
iate his way of thinking, the poet must first 
eciate the way in.which they think. The 

accomplish by his works depends, then, 
upon the knowledge which he has of man ; and 
e of man depends to an even greater extent 
which a poet has for his fellow-men, dpon his 

anity is the greatest of the attributes of 
his task in this world can be but half 

Humanity is the greatest of great things ; and 
And yet, few 

loved humanity with a great love ; few poets have 
that the “sad sweet music of humanity” 

too low for mortal ears. A poet 
elting-pot of all the finer and more subtle 

ions of man. Unless a poet love his 
n, and know mankind through that love, he can not 
be able, even in the slightest degree, to value 

reatness of his station or the nobility of his 
poet is both a prophet and a priest. He has 

the one and ardor and simple faith of the other. 
greatest of men ; but he is among the greatest. 

Prof. R. B. Drummey 

t be too difficult for man. 


