ADVENTURES IN THE ARTS

in earth places where no soul like his could ever be at
home. What was Preston, or Ashton-under-Lyne
to him, more than Kensall Green is to him now?
What is such dust in his sky but some blinding and
blowing thing? What is there for singer to do hut
sing until the throat cracks? Even the larks and
the thrushes do that. They end their morning and
evening with a song. He was brother to these birds
in that loftiness. He sang, and sang, and sang, while
flesh fainted from hunger and weakness.

Had not Storrington come to him in the dark
places of London, we should have had no “Hound
of Heaven”, and without that masterpiece what
would modern poetry do? He sang to cover up his
wounds with climbing music. That was his sense of
beauty. He filled his hollowing cheek with finer
things than moaning. He might have wept, but
they were words instead of drops. 3

It will be difficult to find loftier song as to essences.
We shall have room for criticising stylistic extrava-
gances, archaisms of a not interesting order for us,
yet there will be nothing said but the highest in
praise of his genius. Excess of praise may be heaped
upon him without cessation, and it may end in the
few cool yet incisive words that fell from the lips of
Meredith, with the violets from another’s wor-
shipped hands, “a true poet, one of a small band.”
Poets of this time will have much to gather from
Thompson in point of sincerity. There is terrific
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