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mastery of words, which is like Shakespeare in fe-
licity we do not encounter so often it seems to me.

Thompson has scaled the white rainbow of the
night, and sits in radiant company among the first
planetary strummers of song. His diamond is pure,
and the matrix that hid him so long from showing
his glinted facets is chipped away of miseries carried
down with death. They will soon be forgotten by
the multitude as death itself made him forget them.
We have his chants and his anthems and plainsongs
to remind us of the one essential, of how lofty a
singer passed down our highroad. “Dusty with
tumbling about amid the stars!” That is what he
is for us now, if he rolled in too much clay of earth.
Shelley might have turned his own handsome phrase
on him, for they both strode the morning of their
bright minds like sun the sky, with much of the same
solemn yet speedy gait. There are times when they
are certainly of the one radiance, lyrical and poetical.
Their consuming intellectual interests were vastly
apart, as were their paths of spirit.

I think we shall have no more “‘dread of height”.
Poetry has passed into scientific discovery. Intel-
lectual passions are the vogue, earth is coming into
its own, for there is no more heaven in the mind.
We are showing our humanities now, and the soul
must wait a little, and remain speechless in some
dull corner of the universe. Thompson was the last
to believe. We are learning to think now, so poetry
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