POETS TRIBUTES TO
THEODORE ROOSEVELT

HEODORE ROOSEVELT foved virs
ile poetry and knew many poets inti-
mately, He did much to encourage a high
level of excellence in their work and lawnched
several versifiers during his lifetime upon the
tide of popularity. Thus it is =s one com-
rade to another that the poets of America
have paid tribute to him. Renembering
their John Buovam, they have written of
Roosevelt a8 “Mr. Valiant” and as “Great-
Heart.," They have written reverently, real-
izing that no tribute of words could do jus-
tice to the epic of his life, and with the feel-
e that his strenuous immersion in activity
erved noble ends far bevond the immediace
surpose of his deeds.  The aim of Roosevelt
and that of the poet are in a sense identical.
Both in poesy and in the life of Roosevelt
is the aim to conquer Time, to make life—by
intensity — outrun 8 hours.  Thesdare
Roosevelt lived as Alfred Noves said Nelsan
livied : “Crazing beyond all perishable fears to
some diviner gonal above the waste of years.”
From the many poems that were published
during the weeks following his death, the
fullowing nine have been selected as repre-
sentative of the feeling of American and
British poets toward the great natjonal
leader. “With the Tide,” by Edith Whar-
tarn, was publihed in the Sstarday Evening
Past for March 29th,

WITH THE TIDE
By Edith W harton

Sornewhere [ oread, in 2n odd bock whose name

ls pome from me, I read ihat when the days

O a man are conoted, and his busness done

‘There oomes up the shore s evendng, wirh rhe
iade,

To the place where he ahta a boai—

And In she boar, fram the place where he wits,
he sees,

Dim in the dusk, dim amd yet 30 familiar,

The foces of his friends loog dead; and knows

They come for him, broaght in upen the dide,

To rake him where men go ar set of day,

Then shaingg, with bis hands in theirs, he goes

Between them his laso seeps, that are the Rrst

O ihe new life—and with the ebb they pass,

‘Their shaken sail grown =small upon the moon.

iHezen 1 thought of this, aml picrured ms

Haw :#l‘l-j' a twan who lives with throngs about
im.

Yer straining throwgh the ewilight for that boar

Shall scarce make ot sne figure in the seeen,

Apd that so faint its features skall perplex him

Wik deubtful memorics—and  his heart hang
back.

But others, rising as they see the sail

Iperease upod the supeet, hasten down,

Hands out and eyes elnied ; for they see

Henid over head, crowding from bow o s1ern,

Repeopling their long loneliness with smiles,

The foces of shele felends; and such go forth

LCantent upon the ebb dde, with safe hearee

But mever
To worker summaened when his day was done
[3d mounting tide bring in such freighe of friends
As atole 10 your up the white wintry ahingle
That might while they that watched you thought
vou slepk,
they came, and beached the boar, aml
gathered
Im the mill cove under the oy sears,
Your |less-born, and the dear loves of your heart,
And all men char have loved right more than
ase,
And boner above Bosors: all who gave
Free-handed of iheir best for atker men,
And thoughn iheir giviog taking: they who knew
Man's parral saee ls effort, up and op—
All these were there, sn great a eampany
P-:ri:hllr.h-:; vou marveled, wondering what great
kp
Had brought that theong snnumbered o the
Enye
Where the bove used o besch theie light capne
After old Bappy picnics—

Sofrly

Baut thewe, voier fetends and children, o whose
kands

Committed, im the silemt night voua rose

And rook wour lase Faint slepe—

These led you dows, O great American,

[own te the winder night amd the white beach,

And there vou saw thae the huge hull thar waiied

Was not a1 are the boxes af the other dead,

Frail craft for a brief passage; wo, for this

Was first of a long line of towering transporis,

BMormeworn and ocean-welry every ooe,

The Ihi]:ll vou launched, the ships you mansed,
ke ships

That now, returning from their sacred guest

With the thricesacred burden af their dead,

Lay waiting there to take you forth with them,

Out with the ebb tide, an seme facther quest.

ITytres, Tameary 7ik, rprg.

Mre Coriane Roosevelt Robineon, the
poct=sister of Foosevelr, has wricten several
poems in memary of her brother, which are
published in her new eallection of verss,

ey



“Service and Sacrifice” {Scribner’s).  She
has written of him also as “Valiant for
Truth” in & moving poem that praises his
ardency and fearlessness in defense of lus
ileals.  In another poem entitled “Thesdore
Hooswevelt," she has given lyrical form to the
tribute paid him by another woman. This s
i prrt as follows:

i mever clasped his hand,

He never kivew my nzme,
And ver ar his command

1 followed like a Rame

- [l ] - - -
His worde would life the vl
That blurred my tired eves,
They seemmed to elrengthen me
To serve und ssceifice.

And all the values los

When life was cold and grim,
Were clear and true again,
Imterpreced by him,

- & L] - L] -
Clad in o armored truth,
And by high purpose shod,

He gave us haek our veutk,
e country and sur Gaod.

In a tmbute “To My Brother,” Mrs
Eolinson writes of the sunminess of |is
nature, of the zest and charm and svmpathy
that continually and freshly endeared him to
the members of his family arcle;

T MY BROTHER

1 loved yau fur your loving wave,

The wavs thar mamy did notr knew
Although my heart would beat and glow
When Nations érowned vou with their bavs

I baved vou for the fender hand

That held my o¥Wh s Ellnl; liu.‘ W,
I loved vou for the winming charm
Thar kreughs gay sunshine to the land

1 laved veu for the heart that koew

The need of every lietle ghild;

1 laved wou when you turoed sml smiled—
It was ms theugh 8 fresh wind Elew,

1 |nv-|:\-|| T r-IIT yaur |-||1.'ir||q WOVE,
The leok rhoe leaped e meer my eve,
The ever-ready sympathy,

The genieraus ardar of yaur praise.

I leverd vou for the buevant Fum
That made perpetunl heliday

For all who ever crossml vour wav,
The highest or ke busnbleat ane,

I lawed you Tor she sadiant pest,

The ihrill and glamour thar you gave
T vach glad hour that we oould save
And garner from Tlime's grim bebess,

I lawed Vg [l;lp wuir rll'l.'i“E WY E—
And just becavse [ laved them wa,
Aned now have fost them—thus 1 know
I murst go sofrly all my dave!

“Cireat-Heart,” a poemn dedicated to the
memary of Theodore Roosevelt, by Rudyard
Kipling, appeared on February 8, in 'l;|1: Phil-
adelphia Evening Ledger.

SGREAT-HEART™
By Rudpard Nipling
[“The interpreter then called for a man-servant
of his, one Uircat-Hesrr"—Runypaa’s “Pilgrim’a
Progreas.”)
Concerning brave capiains
ur ame hath made known
Fur all mem ta honer,
(ne standeth alooe,
0 whaity, o'er bath oceans,
Bumb peoples may say:
Yur realm is diminaked
With Great-Heare away.™
Flain speech with plain folk,
And plain words for false things,
Flain faith in plain desling
Twixt neighbors ar kings
He wsed and ke followed,
However it sped .
Fh, our world is mose u:mrt henest
Now Greae-Heart is dead.

The heat of his spicht
Seruck warm throwgh all landsg
For ke loved such as showed
‘Emstlves men af their hands,
Im lowve, as o haste,
Paying home to the last . .
But our world is non. the kinder
Now Great=IHears hatlk passed.

Eet those who woubd handle
Meke sure they can wicld

His far-reaching sward
And his close-puarding shields

For those who mus journey
Henceforward alome

Have necd of stout convay
Now (Grear-Hesse is gone

One of the most eloquent of the shorter
pocins 3 by Amelia  Jowephine Burr. In
“Wlr., Valiame Passes Over,” one feels the
illimignble power of life, not only here but n

the “heyvand.”

ME VALIANT P.u'LEﬁF.Ei OVER
( January &, 191%)
By Awmelia .l'u:rﬂn'u Rarr

When the Fast came and eold him thar ar lase
The pitrcher thnt so fanthfully and long
Had served his fellow-creatares in their thirs
Was beoken at the fountain, Valianty said:
“1 am poing ta my Foiher's; and, abthough
MNot czsily 1 came o where 1 amy,
My pains upon the joarney were well spent,
My sword 1 give o kim wha shall sweeceed
My pilgrim steps wpon the Roval Road;
Sy courage and my skill T Teave o him
Who can ataln them—bug my marks and sears
1 enrry with me for my King in see
As witness of his batties that 1 fought.”
As be weit down bnie the river, Mmany
Btend on the bank, and heard Bim say, "0F dearh,
Where is thy sting 7™ And as the water grew
Deepre==13 grave, where s thy vieeory 7



So ke passed over, amd the trampes all
Sounded for him wpon the other side.

Sohn Buayaw, did yow lawgh im paradise

Far joy te-dag, to sec pour dream come fruef

Edward 5. Van Zile's verses published in
the New York Eveming Sun touch the feel-
ing that most of us have that his ideals must
be embodied in our natianal life,

CLOSE UP THE RANEKSE]
By Fdaward 5. Fan Ziir
[
Lrently Death came w him and bent 1o him asleep;
His spirit pased, and, lo, bis lovers weep,
But not fur him, far him the unafrabkd—
In sears, we ask, “Who'll lead the grear crusade?
i1
"Wha'll bearien us te carry on the war
For those ideals owr fathers bartled for;
Ta give our hearis to one dear Hl,g alone
The Hag beloved whese aplemlid soul has
Il

vwn "

With hls last breath he gave a clarion cry:
“They only serve who do nat fear fo die;
He oaly lives who's worthy of owr dead!
Beware the poril of |h=ln1::rd ihal’s spread.

“By them whao'll reap a harvest of despair,
By them whose dreams umstable are as air;
By them who ste the rainhow In the aky,

Hut not the storm that rJlr.r-u.I:enl by ond by."™

Owr leader resss, his voice forever still,
Buz bet s vow to do our leader’s willl
Close up the ranks| Ouor Captain s nat dead!
His soul shall live, and by his saul we'se fed.

Mr. Charles Hanson Towne’s poem pub-
lished in the New York Tribwne pives the
fast word of Cecil Rhodes—ehat there was
still 20 much for him to do—as typifying the
tirelezssness and eagerness of Roosevelt, Thart
he must pass on to aehe “divine adventure,”
the poet is certain.

THEODOKE ROGSEVELT
Ay Charles Hagien Towsne

I
n what divine advenrure has he gaone!
Beyond what peakis of dawn
Is he now faring? On whan ereand bles
Has bis impuliive heart now turned? No resr
Could he the portion of lhis tireless soul.
He seeks some fremzied goal
Where be cap labur on till Time is not,
And earth §s pothing but a thing lorgoe

Il
Pilor and Frophet! as the yvears increase
The sorrow nf your poassing will oot cease,
We love o think of you sill moving on
From sun to blazing sun,
From planet to far planet, o some heighc
U clear perfection in cthe Infinive,
Where with the wise Immoraly vou ean Ged
The Peace you fought for with your henrt and
mind,
Yet from thet bowene where you are journeving
Sometimes we think we hear you whispering,

July—&

“I went away, (¢ world, sa false snd ieus,
I wemt awayv—with still s0 much to do!”

Samuel Valentine Cole, in his stirring
poem published in the Clatlaad, expresses his
belisf that the lite of Roosevelr is a splendid
heritage, and one whese power will grow
with the years

THECGIMIRE RIMISEVELT
i Memarial Day, February 9, 1915)
By Samuel Falenfine Calg
Half-mase the Bog, and let the bell be volled:
A tower of sirengih he was, whose presence
drew
The people areund him, sod do-day is roiled
A wave of wnaccustomed sorrow threugh
The lamd he loved ; whatever mow be said,
The latest grest American la dead.

Hew quick he slipped from us—this man of might,
eroic cograge, life-abounding wavs !
When Gied's great angel in the silent nigha
Brought, though inviglle to others™ gpare,
bome whispered message, he ohedient heard,
Left all, and followed him withour & word.

He stoed for honest purpomes: unroll
The record of his years, you seek In waln
For lite"s disfigurementi—there lies the scroll,
No blors upon @, northing o explain:
But whae {a worthy and to all men's sigh
Az open aa & landscape 1o the Hghe

Sg lived thiz man, and died, snd lives agnin—
A whie dynamic mnemory 1o the land.
h, whart a beritsge, my eounirymen |
He'll Elfld forever now, with vales and Band,
Our plghreoss causes, asd his power will grow.
Ceane tolting, bell, and let ehe bugles blow |

The last words spoken by Roosevelt—
“Put out the light"—gave Edith Daley in-
spiration for a beautiful poem that appeared
i:l'l "I'I: Hln ]"“.'u'lﬂfiﬂ'l_] ﬂhrunﬁr{r'

THEODMIRE ROOSEVELT
B_'r Edirk “‘d‘.f.rr

"Put aat the light!™  Altho the stars were dim,
What need of feeble Rickering lamps 1o him

I that bigh-aliared hour?  The touch of sleep
Had brought remembronce of his trvsr b0 keep—
A morning tryet—with (God's ETay messenger.
Mo spund—ne cry—no hesitaling stir;

His fearless soul loang sipge had knelt and kissed
A waiting Cross; had borne &t through life's min
From an unlighted lonie Geibsermnane

Tao the Chrisgt-hallawed erest of Calvary.

“Fut ot the fight!™ Men smile through falling
tears,

Remembering the courage of his years

That swed, each ape, for God, hamanity

And covenanred world-wide Liberry!

The Mation mourns. Laore]l the chancel-rail ;

Muffle the drums, Columbia®s banoers trail

Therr grieving folde; bat memories of hin Anme

And light the deathless glory of his mamee,

“Put aat the lighe!™ He needs it nat who won
A place of permamerce within the sum!



