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A POET FULLY GARBED.

DAVID ROSY “AFTERGLOW.”

By S. E, GREVILLE-SMITH.

WO the living who love, and
the dead who loved and who
\ died, these songs of love, of

life, and of death are dedi-
®° cated.””  So runs the in-
seription on the first page of a
volume of verse which the author,
Mr. D. M. Ross, has called ‘‘ The
Afterglow.””  This title is in some
senses a misnomer, hut the words of
the dedication express with the
force of an epigram the *“ message ”
—if T may safely use a term so often
migused—of the book. From he-
gipning to end the theme is love—
love, in all its myriad manifesta-
tions love, in its rich and bewilder-
ing vallety And whether in its
wildest, stormiest, most tender,
most pathetic or most reverential
moed, it 18 clad in burning words,
that move—sometimes as if hy
pure instinct —to almost perfect
music.  “ Almost,” hecanse here
and there a flat note is struck, just
as more than once or twice there is
incoherency, or apparent incoher-
ency, in the langnage ; but these are
accidents, and arise from no weak-
ness of ear or of eye. Also they are
independent of several obviocus mis-
takes of the printer.

Before attempiing an estimate of
the value of the poetry, it is neces-
sary that the limitations which the
poet hag set himself, or which have
heen fixed for him, should be ac-
knowledged . and understood Mr.
Ross.plays upon a harp of divers
tones, and he uses every note, but
the changes, as I have said, ave
merely variations of one theme.
Most of the poems are, frankly,

love songs, but even where the ex-
press image 18 not linked definitely
to the sensation of the sweetest and
only endurable passion, there is an
undercurrent of feeling that is indis-
solubly interwoven with it. In the
descriptions of the natural beauties
of the universe, or of the rapture of
bird song, or in praises of heroism,
the all-pervading theme is obvious,
though not ostentatiously present.
liven in the didactic pieces, which
are to me the least interesting,
there 1s the same insistent demand
that the fivst place everywhere and
in everything belongs to love. The
whole embodies a wonderfully sus-
tained note, so long sustained, in-
deed, that to minds not attuned it
must appear monotonoug. This is
inevitable.  But no poet that ever
was will stand reading like a novel-
igh.  Certainly mot Mr. Ross.
Poetry, al ils worst, aims at com-
pression of thought and beautv of
expression ; at its best, of course, it
is the ultimate achievement in both
directions. It is okvious, therefore,
that he who runs wmay not read
poetry with the certainty of under-
standing, much less enjoying it.
Poetry demands insight. However
perspicious the maker, who 13 also
the interpreter, the transmitter of
the poetic idea, the receiver must
possess not only perspicacity, but
absolute sympathy The poems of
“ The Afterglow *’ are mainly intro-
spective, and the thoughts are not
always readily communicable with-
out the exercise of a little patience,
in some cases not without a mea-
gure of indulgence. But the labour



